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PHANTASIES AND DREAMS. 



THE NYMPHOLEPT. 

"Tha nympholepiy of loina fond despair." Ciildb Harold, Canto 4, 8uax^ll9. 

Full to the brim which never overflows, 

Supplied from springs whose treasures never fail, 
Amidst the storm fair emblem of repose. 

Its rest unbroken by the rudest gale. 
Sheltered by grassy knolls is seen a pool. 

Which hollowed seems by art so justly round; 
'Neath summer's sun than Alpine snow more cool. 

By winter's frost its water ne'er is bound, 
But warm as ^tna and its margin green, 
As crystal clear the bottom plainly seen. 
** Youth's spring" by neighbouring swains 'tis named, who 

And buxom maids to bathe and drink repair, [thither 

For that the sward around knows not to wither. 

And that the basin's always full and fair ; 
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2 THE NYMPHOLEPT. 

And wild-flower garlauds round the edge are laid 

To win the grace of her who o'er it reigns ; 
To each^ who in her might believes, her aid 

She gives, but never heedeth him who feigns ; 
The pool with virtues many is endowed, 

Soon health, and strength, and freedom from all pain 
To those beneath disease or old age bowed, 

And blooming youth withal it gives again. 
Who would not thither from the world's end hie. 

And brave all perils of the land and sea, 
Bright youth, life's spring, which goes so swiftly by, 

With all thy joys, to be restored to thee ! 
Hard by its pillared front a temple rears. 

In which the nymph, unseen, is said to dwell ; 
With grateful off'rings deck'd, the wall appears^ 

And tablets whose donor's wondrous cures tell. 
One Bummer's night, what time the moon rode high, 
Awing the stars with looks of majesty, 
A darling kid, which from the flock had strolled, 

A goatherd sought. Led by its plaintive bleat, 
His footsteps drew the haunted fountain nigh, 
To which, the stray, lured by its water cold, 

Had gone to soothe its parch'd throat's burning heat. 
A hill descending, looking down the dell, 
On which the unclouded moonbeams brightly fell, 
Lo! a fair shape, on which their light full shone, 
The lake beside stood, naked, and alone, 
Her wet hair wiping through her slender fingers; 

The nearer his approach, with more amaze 
Her beauty fill'd him, and he often lingers, 

Of his errand heedless, ardently to gaze; , 



THE NYMPHOLEPT. 3 

Pallid, and trembliug, with the awe lie feels, 
He nearer, and more near, on tiptoe steals. 
Lest that his steps the lovely form affright, 
And that it fade for ever from his sight. 
As, standing close behind, his eyes, which long 

Her goodly limbs and flowing locks peruse. 
Breaks from her lips a sense-entrancing song. 

So soft and sad as melancholy's muse. 
Then palpitates his heart with feeling strong, 

Which all his self-control at once subdues, 
And, fired with passion, to his panting breast, 
(Desiring to caress and be carest) 
To press the phantom he out-stretch *d his arms ; 
When, startled, around-turning, all its charms 
Were full reveal'd. Th* ecstatic sight his eyes 
Scarcely view, ere that a shuddering scream 

Utt'ring, it headlong plunged into the lake, 
And sank below, no more again to rise ; 
Like the fair spirit of a blissful dream. 

For whose sweet sake the sleeper ne'er would wake, 
Which from his commune morning's first rays sever, 
The naiad scared from him is fled for ever. 
Soaked through with dew, and as a statue cold, 

Asleep upon the sward, the swains astound. 
Their hapless mate at dawn of day behold ; 

All bending o'er him like a ring surround. 
One struck to rouse the sluggard with his crook, 
Another kick'd him, and another shook ; 
Quickly upleaping, as a wakened hound, 
When strikes his ear, his master's well-known sound, 
"The nymph, the nymph," with frantic voice he cries, 



4 THE NYMPHOLEPT. 

(Echo in mock'ry oft "the nymph" replies,) 

And springing forwards would himself have drown 'd. 

But him aback they held by dint of strength ; 

Giant-like, from tlieir grasp himself to free, 
He struggled haixl, until he fell at lengtli, 

And all his senses seem'd away to flee ; 
Slowly and sadly, home their steps they bend, 
Him bearing, doom*d no more his herd to tend. 
Long racked he lay upon the bed of pain. 
Seared by a fire which raged in ev*ry vein; 
At last his health was gained, (how dear the rate) 
Maddened his mind, his heart made desolate. 
Unlucky they who more than others see. 

Imprest upon his brain indelibly, 
That vision solely occupied his mind, 
With all he sees inexplicably twined. 
Or else to outward objects wholly blind. 
Than he no goatherd sang, or piped more blithe. 
Than his, no limbs more active were, and lithe. 
Like startled chamois, he was wont to leap. 
To climb untir*d the highest mountain steep. 
Undaunted by the tumbling torrent's roar, 
Through would he swim. Like him no goatherd bore 
The sudden storm of snow, or piercing sleet. 
The freezing blast, or midsummer's fierce heat. 
Like old age now alas! he feebly goes. 
Stooping beneath a weight of years and woes ; 
His face, which like the mom, with youthful bloom 
Once glow'd, is darkened by a storm-like gloom, 
And is by reason's beams no longer lit. 

His eyes, as glass, are always fix'd and bright, 






THE BLISSFUL FUTURE. 

Which sparkled once with merriment and wit. 

Wandering al(me, he wears away the night, 
And flees to woods impervious to the sun, 
By day all converse with his kind to shun. 
Nor man nor woman of a word or smile, 
His fallen lips and close can e'er beguile ; 

His heavy moments thus he idly squanders, 
When full the moon behind th' encircling hills, 
Rising, with light the verdant hollow fills, 

Seeking the naiad, round the marge he wanders. 
Upon the surface where the moonbeams play. 
Hoping to see it part to give her way. 

He looks, an^ sighs, and stopping often ponders ; 
At intervals on her he loud exclaims, 
And her for long and unkind absence blames ; 
But all in vain, his eyes behold no more 
The apparition which his cries implore ; 
In vain he watches long, with sleepless eyes. 
To see her from the wat'ry depth uprise. 



THE BLISSFUL FUTURE. 

Thy bliss to come no mortal tongue can speak, 
All earthly bliss, yea more, shalt thou enjoy ; 

This is of thy delight but foretaste weak, 
Thy bliss shall be supreme without alloy ; 
Thy soul shall feast on joys which never cloy. 
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Six hundred years thy forefathers have tasted 

The joys of heaven, yet for worlds is room ; 
They flow from sources which can ne'er be wasted. 

There all the chosen live in youthful bloom. 
In lusty health and strength, from death revived, 
In peaceful fellowship e'erlasting-lived; 

There, aye, is spring, and nourished by the air, 
Trees spontaneously, and flowers, grow; 
No need to watch the time to reap or sow. 
Abundant trees, whose boughs o'erladen bear 
All fruits of earth, the richest and most rare, 
And countless others, ever melting-ripe ; 
Flowers marked diversly with spot and stripy, 
(Their leaves no gust e'er strews upon the ground. 

None e'er is shrivell'd by the nipping blast,) 
Perpetual odors sweet they shed around, 

Their lustrous hues and freshness ever last; 
Their shapes how infinite to charm the sight! 

Their scents how various to delight the smell! 
How various their colors, and how bright! 

None can their number, sweetness, beauty tell. 
Trees, fruits, and flowers, within that garden growing^ 

As earth's fair children in the sunshine show, 
Are ever bright with inward splendor glowing. 

Of course direct, here streams pellucid flow. 
Or there meander, still reflecting all. 

Or murmuring soft, in gentle cascades fall; 
Now wid'ning, a wat'ry expanse they form, 
Whose smoothness ne'er is roughen 'd by a storm; 
From hidden sources living fountains gush, 

Sparkling like raindrops in the midday sun, 



THE BLISSFUL FUTURE. 

With giddy force no headlong torrents rush, 

No lightning dims the eye, the ear no thunders stun. 
Fly insects gay attired, from bush to bush, 

Some painted with art curious, some dight 

With black, or gold, or silver armor bright. 

Plated, or scaly, like a toumay-knight; 
Lizards with changeful skins, like sunset skies. 

Or sunlit dew, leap frolicsome about; 
Coird round, the serpent, like a gemm'd ring lies, 

(Oh ! shudder not) or windeth in and out. 
Its beauty is retained, but lost its sting; 
Music-birds not wanting melodies to sing. 
Gaily with variegated plumage deck'd. 

The mom and eve from ev*ry bowV they hail. 
Birds in the air a thousand hues reflect. 

Birds gracefully upon the water sail; 
From flow'r to flow'r flits humming, like a bee. 
On wings as small, the dwarf-like colibri,* 
Splendidly as an emperor arrayed. 
In robes whose sheeny colors never fade ; 
About at ease the stately pheasant strays. 

Its plumes, like Phoebus, shedding golden beams. 
Or silv'ry white like Luna's cloudless rays ; 

There dwell in peace (for no grim vidture screams 
Nor sounds his war-whoop any bird that preys) 
All fowls of goodly shape, of presence fair. 
Which haunt the earth, the water, or the air; 
From the pure soil no smoke-life fog up-steams. 
To overcloud the sun's, or moon's fair beams, 
And from foul pools no venom 'd mist of death ; 
The air around is harmless as health's breath ; 

* The hnmming-bird. 
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8 THE BLISSFUL FOTUKt. 

But all III Ihere which may delight the eye, 

And joy communicate to ev'ry sense ; 
For aught no bosom heaves the longing sigh, 

All things which might offend are banish'd thence. 

PART II. 

If to thee were given a thousand years 

Of life on worldly pleasures to expend, 
(Yet who would wish them in "this vale of tears,") 

Slowly but surely they would reach their end ; 
That period, though stretching far away, 

In prospect seeming boundless of extent. 
In distance would be shortened every day. 

And thou would'st marvel how the time was spent. 
As still from clime, birds migrate unto clime. 

From one unto another passes wealth; 
Like the false splendor of the morning's rime. 

Youth's spring is fleeting, and the strength of health. 
Thine appetite for pleasure would be cloyed. 

Loved ones would fall around thee or grow strange. 
And thou ere long wouldst feel "an aching void," 

And vainly long for death as happy change; 
Ere moved the granted period half round. 
Thou wouldst attempt to overleap life's bound. 
Here is perpetual change, man's born to die, 

Spring's flowers bloom, in winter drear to fade. 
Tempests o'erdarken the serenest sky. 

All earthly beauty passes like a shade. 
As rolling smoke which heavenward ascends, 
Is lost in th' atmosphere with which it blends, 
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All forms return to dust from which they rose ; 
The earth herself on constant trav'lling goes, 
Whither? who knows? but he her course who wiU'd; 

In heaven all things, aye, the same abide. 
The wish of ev*ry heart is there fulfilled, 

There in the midst of joy shalt thou reside. 
With her thou lov'dst on earth, revived for ever. 
Whom from thine arms again no pow'r shall sever; 
Her goddess-form unwasted by disease, 

Unwither*d her bloom juv'nile by age. 
Pleased with thee always, willing thee to please. 

With charms retentive of their powV t* engage. 
Before thee, lo! a prospect bright expanding! 

There thou with her in youth shalt ever dwell. 
Share joys which pass all human understanding, 

Feel bliss, which oh ! what mortal's tongue can tell 
Without a thorn her beauty's fragrant rose, 

To thee alone shall offer up its sweet; 
However often plucked, again it grows. 

By its own dew refreshed, and am'rous heat. 
Ye gladdened by the sun's or fair moon's beam, 
Shall roam together by the limpid stream. 
Recline together on its banks of flowers. 
Or seek together interwoven bowers ; 
Trembling like even's star by love made bright, 

Now upon thine her eyes are fully beaming, 
Now slow unclosing, they with languid light 

Peep upon thee, to her, love's fair god seeming. 
As shines on earth the moon with fitful lustre, 
(Outshining ev'ry lucid stellar cluster) 

Waxing, or waning, or by vapours hidden , 
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Its fickleness the human heart estranges. 

By parents stem, too, love is oft forbidden. 
Thine will be happiness which ever lasts, 
0*er which a gloom no disappointment casts; 
Of earthly hope thou It eat the ripen*d fruit 
For e*er! who may eternity compute? 
All time, which hath, since that the world began. 

Flowed into \'ast unfeUliomable space, 
Would not augment eternity <me span. 

Nor of time*s efflux would appear a trace; 
As the far reach of the wide-spreading sea. 

Rolls far away from earthly ken confined. 
So immensurable, eternity, 

Stretches beyond the scope of human mind; 
The glittering dn>p« of Aprirs sunlit showers, 

Night's sparkling eyes which gase on all below^ 
The com of summer, or spring's divers flowers, 

Rich autumn's fruits, or winter's flocks of snow, 
The desert's sand, or that which hems the sea. 

The spawn of all the fish which therein dwell, 
Would not, if added, make infinity, 

Although, thou man, cannot their number tell ! 
Here while one says ''Time is," lo! time is gone! 

Still fleeting moments are by moments chased, 
(There time destructive is to all unknown, 

Nor is his course by spoliation traced, 

By blighted feelings, nor by youth defaced.) 
By close pursuers which rush out of sight. 

Those which come first are swiftly overta'en, 
By strength, or cunning, none can stop their flight, 

Nor once fled by, can bring them back again. 
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"The same as yesterday, to-day, to-moiTow," 

You nothing will elate, you nought annoy, 
Still imperturb'd you'll shed not tears of sorrow, 

Not yield yourselves without restraint to joy; 
For nought which is beyond your reach you'll long, 
Nor waste your spirits in emotions strong. 
But the clear sunshine of unsullied feelings 

Your bosoms will pervade, 
Which clouds of sin, or mists of doubtful dealings, 
Will never overshade. 



A SCENE COPIED FROM A CHINA PLATE. 

Balconied buildings stand beside a stream, 
Meandering through banks of flowVs and trees. 

Which glisten in the sun*s unclouded beam 
From which sweet fragrance steals the passing breeze ; 

More thoughtful than a minister of state 

Pondering o'er a nation's doubtful fate, 

An angler leaning from a garden-house, 

(Whom nothing from his reverie can rouse, 

Not even the last trumpets dreadful note) 

Watches the slightest stirring of his float; 

Upon the water travels many a boat, 

I hear the merry laugh and Joyous song. 

Of those to pleasure's island borne along, 

Enlivening my spirit, as I listen, 
The measured plash and rolling of the oars. 



] 



12 A SCENE COPIED FROM A CHINA PLATE. 

Whose dripping blades like silv*ry fishes glisten, 

Or like a dove's wing^ when it sunward soars ; 
" God speed your voyage, ye jovial crew, 

'* May your hopes not disappointment blast, 
'' Smooth be the water, and serenely blue, 

''No sudden storm a gloom o'er heaven cast; 
"Too oft the gladsome sons of hope embark, 

'* On board of pleasure's gilt and painted vessel, 
''Amid her course, the sky as night grows dark, 

" Or they, upset, with death are forced to wrestle." 
Barks, sinking 'neath rich loads of merchandize 
Unto the we^dthy bearing art's supplies, 
Or nature's gifts, by help of oar and gale, 
Whose breath, strong-blowing, bellies ev'ry sail, 
Wend slowly forvrard, hindered by their freight. 
Like beasts whose strength can hardly wield their weight ; 
By distance dwindled to a snail-shell small, 

A light chaloupe is seen approaching nigh, 
Through a cane-bridge which looketh o\^er all. 

Which Idleness, or prying passer-by. 

Stops lolling o'er the balustrade to rye ; 
Thirsty rice-fields green on either side. 
And flower-rich gardens stretching far and wide. 
With far-off mountains ornament the scene, 
And idol temples often rise between. 
Most gaily painted, gorgeously gilt, 
Story iMve story upon pillars built, 
Which sloping roofs o'ershadowing surround, 
Hung with golden bells which breeze-shaken sound 
Each comer deck flags particolored small. 
Surmounts the topmost roof a gilded ball, 
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Still gi'owmg less to giddy height they rise, 
Their lustre dimming the beholder's eyes ; 
In the foreground a formal group, behold, 

Of gossips in stiff silken garbs arrayed, 

One o'er his head the sun to overshade 
Holds an umbrella silken fringed with gold, 
The emblem of and proper to high rank, 
And indolently rests upon a bank. 
His small eyes like unto a pig's half closed. 
His round face beardless, thick-lipped, dolphin-nosed. 
Most corpulent, and elegantly stupid. 
Like to an overfed and sleepy Cupid, 
His features senseless prove his grand estate. 
Corpulence lends him dignity elate. 
His dulness and obesity confess. 
That seldom mental cares his ease oppress, 
His body's large rotundity declares, 
He loves that feast which luxury prepares. 
Him who his board with plenity provides. 
And at a joke to shake his jolly sides; 
After his lips have ta'en a double share 

Of roasted, boiled, stews, sauces manifold. 
Of wines, liqueurs, rich-flavored and most rare, 

Dainties withal too numerous to be told. 
Savory messes which the skilful slaves 

Of the cuisine's directing chief compound 
For the epicure whose app'tite still craves 

A stimulus new at each meal to be found, 
O'erwearied, overburdened, down he lies, 
Rendered powerless all his faculties 
By debauchery, and sleep seals his eyes. 
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How unviable his deatli-seeiniDg state ! 
What dainty dreams his stomach must create ! 
One whose back to the gazer's face is turned, 

Dog-like a tail behind him straight and long, , 

(Customs how odd oVrrule earth's fickle throng. 
By each in other foHy is discerned) 
Thrice-plaited, black as soot, hangs dangling down 
From his uncovered, glossy^ shaven crown, 
Is pompous telling, haply, old-grown news. 
Or exhibiting his awry-drawn views 
Of men, and things, unto those gathered round, 

Or gravely shewing yesternight's ill dream, 
Which they, oneiro-critics, clear expound, 

Prophet-like to him all listening seem. 
Or if his mem'ry other topics lack, 
His neighbor, coward-like, behind his back 
Biting; (To bite, no gossip*s jaws are slack.) 
And a fair lady with unmeaning face. 

Like queen of hearts, affectedly arrayed, 
Holding a flower, moves with mincing pace, 

As if, poor thing, of stumbling afraid ; 
While children mock their dull formality. 
Frisking like lambs, and gamboling hard by. 



STANZAS. 

Love had his name indelibly imprest, 
Vividly had love his countenance pourtrayed, 
Upon her heart in hues which never fade ; 

A wish to see, to none she e'er exprest, 
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THE CORINTHIAN CAPITAL. 15 

And all to grant such wish had been forbidden. 
For meeting him by stealth she 'd oft been chidden. 
She thought that her sire would in time relent, 
He thought, perchance, that she would soon repent, 
When her he look*d upon with mien severe; 
Tqt that she heaved no sigh, for that no tear 
£*er made her cheeks (their bloom still fading) wet. 
He thought that she did not his loss regret. 
That she of disobeying saw the sin; 
He could not see the woe which gnawed within ; 
She turned a deaf ear to upbraidings all. 

If questioned, from her lips escaped no word 
Which she might wish, vain, after to recal, 

Her deathly calmness no emotion stirred. 
But once upon that day on which was born 

(The self-same day to either being gave) 
He whom paternal force from her had torn, 

Daring her frowning father^s wrath to brave. 
She wished him health, she wished tliat he were near, 
Who was, than all assembled round, more dear. 
Her with heartfelt congratulation meet. 
As upon natal days bygone, to greet. 



THE CORINTHIAN CAPITAL. 

Within a tomb her friends had lately laid. 
Weeping her loss too late, a lovesick maid ; 
Her lover, whom her cruel sire's decree, 

(Mammon is prejudiced against the poor) 
Had her forbidden though oft urged to see, 

And him had driven, dog-like, from his door. 
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16 THr C»R1\THIA> CAPITAI. 

Fiir whose dear sake sbe sk-keiied, piMed. And died. 
And who to dose her epets h«d beeft deaied. 
Came to the tomb of his healths pffide, awl paid 

Those ritos which to the dead bdoved are dae ; 
A basket filled, apoa the top he laid. 

With trinkets, pledges of affeetioa trae ; 
His ofleriai: t(^ pmaeiTe, the wo<al loT«r 
Picl^ed <h«i the grtMud a tile, and placed it over; 
Ere long a wild plant thitHigh a eivTice started. 

And quickly up the basket *s sides asoNMled, 
(As if the spirit of tiie bixiken-hearled. 

Her faithful lover^s oi^nag defended. 
And would not finran it eVr again be parted,) 
Till to the tile they reached the tomb whicli crowned 
The jagged leaves cUmbed on, tiien rolling rounds 
Curied gracefully, as once that naideB^s hair 
Aronnd her throbbing temples, SBKMth and fidr; 
WandVing among the dwellings of the dead. 

By chance, a son of f^nias and art 
To the sepulchre thus adonied, was led. 

At once his eye was pleased, and touched his heart. 
And his imaginatiTe tancy led; 

Soon *neath his magic hand a counterpart 
Upsprung, which feigned each graceful cunre so well. 
That none the type from th* archetype might tell. 
And straight upon a lofty column raised, 
It stood the wonder of all eyes which ganed. 
All its foliage beautiful admired. 
And denned the azti5t* was by heaTen inspiied. 
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TO WINE. 

With phantasies, how wild, are fiird men's brains, 
While wine's bright current leapeth through their veins! 
They with more grim, and lovely phantoms teem, 
And strange, than even madness' wildest dream ; 
Thy spirit makes the coward perils dare. 

Clothes tattered beggary in silk and gold, 
With gladness fills the bosom of despair, 

Makes gods of youth, and youth restores to old ; 
What bliss he loses, wine who never sips ! 
Thy chosen comrades, wit and mirthful glee 
Laugh in the eyes, and gambol on the lips 

Of every zealous rosy devotee ; 
All with delight before them seem to bound. 
The earth, and hours dance joyously around ; 
Some few are wrapped in blissful reverie. 
Like girls upon whose lips the dewy kiss 
Of first love lingers, lulling them with bliss ; 

None should quaff lonely, but in chosen band 
Of souls congenial, who should joy and light. 
Each on the other shed, till all be bright; 

Discord should never jar their voices bland ; 
Like purple grapes upheld before the light, 
E'er glows thy constant votary's visage bright ; 
Those gloomy sprites who livening wine ne'er quaff. 
Whose mouths ne'er echo to the merry laugh, 
But share the beverage of the stupid beast, 
Which silent through the meads is wont to roam^ 

c 
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Should ne'er intrude upon the jolly feast, 

For such death's dwelling is the meetest home ; 
I would not at my boards like Egypt's sons,* 
To warn my guests, set mocking skeletons ; 
Why should the thought of what they soon must be. 
Their draught embitter, oTercloud their glee. 
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Thou ! man of vacillating mind, 
Afraid that it should ill succeed, 
Falterest to perform the deed, 
Which long ago hath been designed. 
Whilst, for an opportunity 
Thou watchest, bird-like, time flies by ! 
Time is for none e*er known to wait. 
As early toileth he as late, 
By night assiduous as by day, 
Still hurrying forward on his way, 
With steps as actire as when he. 
On his progress to eternity, 
First set out; yet every man, 
Who, since the world t' exist began. 
Upon the earth hath lived and died. 
Remembers that he onward hied 
As swift and doggedly as now ; 
Wherefore stopp'st hesitating thou ? 

* Hcrod. b. S, s. 78. 
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Oh! thou art like the silly clown* 
Who on the river's bank lay down, 
Awaiting till the glittering rover 
Had, that he might dry pass over, 
Glided away, but all in vain^ 

It still flowed on, still on will flow. 
Until it reach the destined main ; 

Before thee thus, time goes, will go. 
Nor think t' o*ertake him, like the wind 
He footsteps never leaves behind. 
His steps are fleet, and he behind is bald. 
And will not stop, though ne'er so loudly call'd. 
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A SIMPLE air, unmeet for ball-room gay. 

The maid, whom first I loved, was wont to play ; 

Since last I heard it, flown have many years, 

Yet frequently, when lost in reverie. 
Its tones again come sounding in mine ears. 

Telling of hopes which ne'er were doom'd to be ; 
Those tones awake the spirits of the past, 

Two rise, who both are in that joyous spring. 
When the heart feels that happiness will last. 

That time will never any changes bring. 
But like the flowers fair strew'd o'er spring's way. 
Ere long the feelings of life's prime decay. 
Soon we by sober reason are advised 
That hopes, like dreams, are seldom realized ; 

* Hob. 2 Ep. lib. i, v. 42. " Rusticus expectat defluat amnis," etc. 



To »e again that l«ae as erst slie i^lays^ 

Avllagaia Wr sktwUer ont^riean. 
As dumg Ikoae alas ! too ieKlag days, 

Whea o'er ay fiary slie reifa'd oaly qaeea; 
At tiK oped wiadow^ too, as <nt, I sImmL, 

Walrkiag Wr Wof waid witk rdvotaaoe wend. 
Oft taratag roaad to kiss her sle«der lutad, 
ratil ske witk Ike aist ofdistaace blead; 
Agaia I hear her last nioids sadly sfrnken, 

I see the tears steal dowa her pallid cheek. 
She grres to ae a brooch, loin^'^s hoarded token, 

We pait, and I, as she, can litUe speak; 
Thy &ther seat thee to a distant spot; 
What heart the one which rcMisM its loTe (brgotf 
Old age» to yo«th*s foad feelia^ stem and cold, 
Scoras Iotc, unless he be o'*erlaid with gold, 
Tfkj charms, had I with wealth been blest. 
Might now have been by me carest; 
Didst thoa the tales of malice deep 

Of all my midnight deeds belieTef 
Or didst thou in thy chamber weep, 

That one so jtMing to sin shoald cleaTe, 
And oflor up a heartfelt praym' 
To God, to guard my lifers welfare? 
No other ever played that air 

Ulan she, or shall to me, 
I would not hare another share 
That pore love's memory. 
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Vulcan his sire's behest obeyed, 
A female image Vulcan made ; 
Proud of his feat, the newly-wrought 
Before the gathered gods he brought, 
It, all admiring, view around. 
The slightest fault by none is found, 
Till Momus, who is wont to carp 
At every thing, to show sharp 
His wit is, thus, the wright addrest; 
« Tis my opinion, with submission, 
<< Twould have been a great addition, 
*^ If thou, a window in her breast, 
<<To shew what 's going on within, 
'^Had'st set; her feet a stunning din 
'* Will make, too, as they move along, 
'< Not just so soft as 'Polio's song ;" 
*< Oh ! mind not him," they all exclaimed, 
*'For each, in turn, he hath defamed, 
** He Neptune told his nimble steed 
«To dight with wings f increase its speed; 
''Pallas, that he should more approve 
''Her house, had it been made to move, 
'' Or else, although next door to hell, 
" Within it one must ever dwell;*' 
In all affairs he interfered ; 
At last at J ore himself he jeer'd, 
In gossip said to Mercury, 
*'That more than once his majesty, 



^ A beast for lore kinself had waade^ '* 
Which being to his ears coBTeyed. 
(Within Olympns* sablise court, 

Sya^hants nimberiess reside, 
^ Sayings and doings** who report. 

Of those fools who in theai confde. 

Only of all, their own they hide. 
Or color them with stndied care. 
So that they fiiottless seem and &ir. 
Or the best parts of them reTeal, 

Like crooked Umbs by drapVy hidden. 
Their foibles dextroashr conceal. 

As if they shnnn'd each deed forbidden. 
By treachery hoping to degrade 

Othos, tiieir places to supply. 
The same base parts are often played 

In palaces below the sky;) 
Huii'd headlong, in his anger, JoTe 
The jester, from the realms abo^e ; 
That noaght might lack the cieatore new 
To excellence of beauty due, 
On her bestowed each deity 
A gift in liberality. 
Each striving other to ontrie; 
Her faultless shape, as yet ice-cold, 

Stiff e¥*ry limb, and motionless. 
Her eyes no object may behold. 

Warm hands in yain her bosom press. 
As first the breath of life Jore breathed 

Into her nostrils, straight her body glowed 
With life, her flaccid tresses wreathed. 

Quick through her veins the warm blood flowed, 



] 
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As if awaken'd from sweet sleep 

Against her will, she sighing deep, 

Open'd her eyes and 'gan to weep, 

But soon with smiles her tears were mix'd. 

Many eyes seeing on her fix'd, 

Eyes which every beauty praise. 

She shrunk bashfully from their gaze. 

And blushing, with her small hands tried 

In yain her nakedness to hide ; 

Venus gave beauty and the art to please. 

Her Graces stateliness with ease. 

Her voice Apollo to his lyre 

Tuned, and her fingers taught to wake 
The dormant music of the wire. 

That she, thereby, might captive make 
Every listener's tranced sense, 
Hermes persuasive eloquence, 
Minerva shewed her how to dight 
Her form the best t' allure the sight 
(As with her eyes and tongue she well could plead. 
She taught her not to write or read,) 
With gems and gold and all array, 
That dazzles with its richness gay; 
At last, to crown the work, was given 
By the bounteous king of heaven, 
A casket curiously wrought, 
With wealth inestimable fraught, 
Which until her nuptial night, -x 

Her to keep safely he behight, > 

Untouched, unseen of any wight; ^ 

Thus first from heaven woman came. 
Pandora hight, all furnished dame. 
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TO MY LYRE.— J VAnacreon. 

The exploits of some doughty knight 
Of spotless fame, of lineage bright. 
Who ever to his country leal, 

His ifveapons used in many a field. 

Was borne at last upon his shield, 
A sacrifice to his country's weal : 
Of thoughtful sages peaceful dreams. 

Who laws bequeathed to future ages, 
(A nation's gratitude he meeds. 

Who leaves behind such wholesome pages^) 
Their rights and freedom to protect, 
Their moral duties to direct ; 
I'd sing; but love, with mighty sway, 

To softer themes diverts my mind, 
And bids me dedicate my lay 

To him alone, and ladies kind ; 
When in my hand the lyre I take, 
And 'gin its sleeping strings to wake. 
By love bewitched is every tone. 
They utter melting sounds alone. 



EPIGRAM. 

After, as during life, be not unkind, 

Grant the last boon which either e'er will crave. 
That we whom until death affection joined. 

Laid side by side may mingle in the grave, 
On the same pyre let our bodies burn, 
And be our ashes gathered in one urn. 
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THE ANCIENTS. 

Where are our ancestors bygone now dwelling. 

Who ages ago were busy as bees? 
Like our, their veins, were with life-blood once swelling. 

And prattling children perched up on their knees. 
To scandal, too, idlers were list'ning and telling, 

Some sweating with toil, some lolling at ease, 
And unto all kinds of sensual pleasure. 

And every vice, they, as we, were devoted. 
For strangers to spend, many hoarded up treasure. 

Many too, by posterity, sought to be noted. 
Whose names have long since in Leth^ been drown'd, 

Light love told a tale which young beauty believed, 
And left in her bosom a wide-gaping wound, 

She at her credulity uselessly grieved. 
His tale was as rife, as a ballad, she found. 

Thro' his dark falsehood too late she perceived ; 
Men were, of yore, by the same passions swayed, 

They yielded as easily unto their sway, 
Ne'er, by the past, from their folly affrayed, 

Blind to the morrow, and dazed by to-day, 
As loudly complained that they were betrayed 

By treach'ry base, or by guile led astray. 
Although, daily, the writings of numberless sages, 

Full of wisdom, before us be laid open wide. 
We heedlessly wander over their pages. 

Or scornfully push them, like offal, aside, 
Yet might tliat gamer'd experience of ages. 

Like a map, through the world, <mr wanderings guide, 
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How oft, as we read, the writ echoes how heart, 

And ^6 swear ne'er again from the right path to swerve. 
As our study we leave, our fair feelings depart. 

As before, the world's mammon we zealously serve ; 
Then, again, the same writings our frailty upbraid. 

And we weep that we have been of purpose too weak, 
They assure us that One to the faithful lends aid 

On the guilty is sure due vengeance to wreak, 
Jhen we tremble with fear lest we feel his dire wrath. 

And resolve to yield not to the tempting of sin, 
Notwithstanding we follow the oft-trodden path. 

Whose allurements retain all their powers to win ; 
Till us that eternal abyss overwhelm. 

Wherein in death's torpor all spirits lie bound, 
Till brought to confusion, mortality's realm. 

Till all spirits summon tiie last trumpet's sound. 



DESIDERATUM EST. 

How welcome would be sure intelligence 

Concerning supernatural affairs. 
Instead of wavering phanfsy, and suspense. 

And being tantalized by hopes and cares ! 
The soul of mortal comes we know not whence. 

Or whither here its mission done it fares ; 
Art thou an exile frt)m a brighter sphere? 

Who knows from whence he came to tiiis sojourn. 
Who knows unto what end that he 's sent here. 

Or when, or whither, that he shall return ; 
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Still seeks the soul for something which is lost, 

Which never is through all its wand'rings found, 
For its desire by pow*r unseen is crost, 

Barriers impassable its search still bound, 
Wert thou of speech and memory bereft 

Thee to the world to hinder from revealing 
The secrets of the place which thou hast left? 

Words, to thy fellow souls t' express thy feeling. 
Slow, by dint of toil, thou art forced to earn. 
All the strange ways of those, too, thou must learn 
'Mongst whom, against thy will, perchance thou 'rt thrown, 
Like a wretch cast upon a shore unknown; 
By some dire oath which thou 'rt afraid to break 

Hast thou been bound to lasting secresy? 
Or hast thou drank of some Lethean lake, 

Which hath lull'd t* unwaking sleep thy mem*ry ? 
If not, thou might'st conununicate with ease. 
In that tongue which thou 'st gained by slow degrees. 
To all thy fellow souls, which long to know 
From whence they came, and whither they must go ; 
Wert thou dweller in the abyss of gloom? 

The abode of Heaven's outcasts, to whose grief. 
No hope of mitigation of their doom. 

Condign, inunutable, affords relief, 
Banished from thy glorious residence. 

For guilty pride, like Lucifer, and his host. 
Here penance to perform for thine offense. 

Till fit to be restored unto thine order lost; 
Or, for dark purpose, by the Arch-fiend sent. 
His willing and malignant instrument. 
Those, to pervert, who are to good inclined, 
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With vicious sophisms to debauch the mind, 
Or with the clouds of mystery to blind, 
Or to teach the various means to sin, 
So that he may another victim win ; 
Or habitant of the empyrsean sky? 

What in thy former state unto thee happed? 
Thy lips are silent ; like futurity. 

Our past existence in dense clouds is wrapped, 
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Miniature, still young and fair. 
Shadow of one, who is, oh! where? 
Love's pledge, whene'er on thee I gaze, 
I dream again of early days ; 
I only know that she is gone, 
Leaving behind, amid the world alone, 
One to regret her loss, and often mourn 
That she will never to his arms return. 
Thou mak'st me sigh until I weep. 
Thou mak'st my heart with gladness leap, 
I sigh and weep for that thou 'rt lost. 
That hopes so blissful have been crost ; 
I 'm glad that thou art saved fron woe, 
That the world's vice thou ne'er canst know , 
That though thou art not wed to me, 
Another's bride thou canst not be ; 
Our union no holy mummer blest, 

In one according unto love's sweet rites 
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Together we were joined, wann breast to breast. 

Together drained the cup of love's delights; 
Mayhap, thou wanderest as lonely 

Amid another world, as I 'mid this, 
Upon thine absent love thy thoughts bent only, 

Back sadly looking upon bygone bliss ; 
And one amongst the crowd of spirits there. 
Though all be beauteous beyond compare, 
Thou canst not meet with to console thy mind. 
For the loss of him whom thou 'st left behind. 



THE GENERAL DOOM. 

By paths straight, winding, short, and long are led 

Feeble mortals unto the dreaded grave. 
Of which the doom of each 'tis one to tread. 

From which no pow'r or stratagem can save; 
Some with green-sward are carpeted, and flowers, 
And thickly set with overarching bowers. 
Wherein, while, rest-enjoying among sweets. 
Away, by stealth, the soul in slumber fleets; 
Many stand tott'ring long upon the brink 

Ere into the universal gulph they fall. 
While others sudden as a plummet sink 

Apparently without a warning call ; 
Steep other ways upclimb, quick slope adown, 

Smooth, rocky, flow'ry, or with briars rough, 
On which now smile, and now the heavens frown. 

Now lead through sand, now through thick stinking 
Some at their outset oft are levelled low ; [slough, 
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Others till quite be spent their vital oil, 

Sweating trudge on, and breathing hard with toil, 
Wrinkled, wasted, crooked as a bow, 
Wan, and thin, their hair as white as snow, 
Beodiog their knees as 'neath a heavy load, 
Worn by fatigue they sink beside the road; 
Happy they, who as if by lightning struck 

Fall suddenly, and never rise again ; 
The wounded deer, in whom the arrow stuck. 

From it long strove to free itself in vain ; 
So oft a sorrow rankles in the heart, 
Of which no leech can ease the biting smart, 

Which lingers there until it prove life's bane. 
No art the venom from the wound can suck. 
No art can out the hidden torture pluck. 



THE CITIES. 

<< Man builds a city, calls it by his name," 

Soar palaces and temples to the skies. 
Through all the earth is trumpeted its fame. 

And all the world its grandeur wondering eyes ; 
Its wealth increases as the time flows on, 

Lux'ry within its walls with splendor dwells. 
The neighbVing nations by its might are won, 

And through its streets the shout of vict'ry swells ; 
A crowd of masts fills full its harbour wide. 

From far the merchant to its mart resorts. 
Its thousand vessels o'er the ocean glide 

Conveying cargoes rich to distant ports ; 
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Oh I where are Tyre, and Sidon, Babylon, 

"The beauty of the Chaldee's excellence," 
"Tadmor of the desert," works of SoFmon. 

And old Jerusalem's magnificence ? 
Where Memphis of the pyramids and Nile, 

The Theb'ais, which cheer 'd the desert drear? 
He of Macedon raised many a pile 

To mark the footsteps of his wild career ; 
Where Athens, Corinth, all the pride of Greece? 

Great Rome, to whom the world o'ermaster'd knelt, 
From her dread voice awaiting war or peace. 

Which forth to all around at will she dealt, 
On farthest shores she planted colonies, 

Afric's burning sands her legions strewed, 
Many heaved in Albion their last sighs, 

At last she was by barbarous hordes subdued, 
Rude hordes, which in her glory she despised, 
(Pride thus is oft, by those it scorns, chastised) 
Surely as man is born at last to die. 

Led to death by many a diflf'rent way. 
Empires, which flourish to maturity', 

Enfeebled by means various, decay ; 
As a flood rushes o*er a fertile land, 
Dovm-bearing all things which its course withstand. 
Until alone sad desolation reign. 
Enthroned upon a rock amid the wat'ry plain, 
A countify through " with milk and honey flowing," 

From one whose soil is iron, sky is brass, 
Wasting, depopulating, overthrowing, 

Sudden " a band of fierce barbarians" pass ; 
Beasts ravening, than they are far less wild. 
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Like water, bli»ud iu wantonness they shed, 
Youth and old age, the mother with her child, 

Are indiscriminately massacred ; 
Destruction all his hideous fiends inspires. 
Shrieking woman lechery foul deflow*rs, 
Avarice plunders palaces, then fires. 

Drunkenness swills, and gluttony devours ; 
The rolls of learning, which he cannot read, 

Ignorance bums, or treads beneath his feet, 
Red-handed slaughter a revolting deed 
Cruelly perpetrates in ev'ry street ; 
One, who with none earth's empire will share, 

Leads forth an army, eager for rich spoil, 
Ruins his pathway strew, and corses bare, 

And pools of blood his onward steps, aye, soil ; 
Another from heaven to be inspired feigns 

And makes the foolish folk as mad as he, 
War's coursers gallop on with loosen'd reins, 
Still peace and all her arts before them flee. 
And in obedience to the holy word. 

To ovm the truth he would force heathens all, 
His left hand grasps a creed, his right a sword. 

Under whose stroke the unbelieving fall ; 
Or discoi*d scatters in the midst her seeds. 

Up anarchy and insurrection rise, 
And forth the discontented rabble leads 

Wild liberty with cap pull'd o'er her eyes ; 
Fools see the constitution full of flaws. 

That tyranny the sceptre sways they deem. 
That strong oppression promulgates stem laws. 
That power biasses fair justice' beam, 
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That which they cannot mend they try to spill. 

The legal code is blotted ont, or torn, 
For each would rule according to his will; 

Religion, and her priests are held in scorn, 
All noble trees they wantonly aproot, 
All social rights they trample under foot; 
The sovereign's blood the secret palace stains, 

On high the rabble lifts its leading god, 
Which all control ere long to own disdains, 

And rules his worshippers with iron rod. 
0*er many cities roll vast ocean's waves, 

How many have been swallowed by old earth. 
How many 'neath the deserfs sand found graves. 

Millions by pestilence are slain, and dearth; 
Through other channels wealth and commerce ruD, 

The haven grass-grown, and the forum lone, 
No longer toil anticipates the sun, 

But idle begg'ry craves in doleful tone; 
How many, which adorned the world of yore. 

The boast of nations, proof of skilful might. 
Away have melted like the winter's hoar. 

And left no vestige to betray their site. 
Tradition on a fallen pillar sitting. 
Visions confused, before his fancy flitting, 
Holding a tablet written o'er and o'er. 

In characters unknown and obselete, 
Which, haply, daily were perused of yore 

By the multitude wandering in the street. 
He wonders when its greatness Time o'ercame, 

And with its mighty hand its buildings crushed, 

D 
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He to th' inqniriiig cannot tell its name, 
His lips are as the statues prostrate, hashed. 

When the rough Uast begins the woods to bare. 

To distant dimes to seek another spring, 
Dark'ning the sun, and midway through the air. 

The feadier'd tribes upon adYentnres wing; 
They, man, by wisdom passing thine, are taught; 

** A land of milk and honey, com and wine," 
If that the country of thy birth be naught 

Leave it to find ; nor for thy kindred inne; 
Forests shall cease to hide the noon-day clear. 

Cities shall rise amid the wilderness. 
Monsters 'vidiich haunt it now shall disi^ppear. 

And as sole monarch, man, the whde possess. 

War, to sound his trumpet long had ceased, 

Hia spears and bucklers in the temples reared. 
His prisoners from their dungeons deep released, 

The country fertile all around appeared. 
The city long with all the world at peace. 

And from domestic quarrels wholly free. 
Her children all enjoyed the earth's increase. 

Together dwelt in social amity. 
Sculpture, the shi^peless marble block endows 

With manly majesty, with woman's grace. 
This overawes with sternly frowning brows. 

That beaming love one wishes to embrace! 
His stately pillars. Architecture raises. 

Painting, her life-like apparitions shews. 
Each Poetry inspires, and justly praises ; 
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Now Science guides unwearied enterprize 
O'er the tride main far countries to explore, 

Spreading the miniature before his eyes 
Of earth, and sea, and ey'ry winding shore ; 

The footsteps of the wand'ring stars she tracks, 
Their height, and distance spans, their number tells, 

« 

Nor knowlege of the poVr o'er earth she lacks 
Exerted by the sprite which in each dwells. 

For ages, sons succeeded unto sires, 
Each son his sire in wickedness outdid, 

'Till one being bom which heay'nward aspires, 
By himself swears heay'n's SoVreign earth to rid 

From a race which long beyond due bounds transgrest. 

Which though oft warned, its eyil course pursued, 
By drought, by famine, and by deadly pest. 

Its heart presumptuous, still unsubdued ; 
Its Magi sought for knowlege which is hidden 

From prying minds designedly by Grod, 
All crimes were done which are by Him forbidden 

By all still heedless of His yengefiil rod. 
Sudden from heay*n fire on the city fell. 

And burnt its stately buildings to a heap. 
The earth beneath yawned like the mouth of hell. 

And all sunk headlong in her gloomy deep. 
When closed her jaws the Earth upon her prey, 

A mountain huge upon the spot was hurled, 
That it might neyer see the light of day. 

Till once more Chaos oyerreigo the world. 
Far stretches round a yoid, and dreary waste. 

Not e*en to weeds the salt-sown soil giyes birth. 
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Which is by mortal man, or beast ne*er paced ; 

Whether could live 'midst everlasting dearth ? * 
The sun ne*er cheers this devastated spot. 
All lone and barren as that land which Lot 
Behind him left, virhen onvv^ard straight he fled, 
The angel's maodate kept, << Turn not thy head." 

Like the rude chaos of a virorld unborn, 

Or like the ruins of a w^orld destroyed. 
Of man and ev'ry living thing forlorn. 

Of ev*ry trace of vegetation void. 
Huge rocks as ragged as in sunder torn. 

As swarthy and bare as if by fire seared. 
Some smooth smd upright as a castle's wall. 

Some like steps above each other reared. 
Some impending as if about to fall. 

Before (who dares those rugged heights to scale ?) 
Still others rise more imminent and steep. 

Vain one may climb until his forces fail; 
Or chasms wide, as murk as night, smd deep. 
Gaping to swallow all who overleap ; 
Loud roaring torrents rushing wild between. 

Which through the gloom seem dim smd flowing slow 
By him who looketh down, bold gazer, seen, 

And rav'ning monsters seem to growl below ; 
Or naught appears but broken crags around. 

Sharp, many-sized, about at random thrown, 
As if by winter suddenly icebound 

A storm-tost sea ere that its waves lie down ; 
No spot to rest the weary wand'rer's limbs. 

His thirst, no cool and crystal spring to quench, 
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But standiog pools^ on which a thick scum swiniw. 

Of pitcky hue, which breathe a stifling stench. 
A city, the metropolis of earth, 

A city walled, her wonder, and her fear, 
Echoing the songs of triumph, smd of mirth, 

Containing golden palaces, stood here. 
Full were her coffers, crowded was her mart, 
A winding river glided through her heart, 
The fertile soil with plenty ever teemed. 
O'er head the sun forth cheerful radiance beamed, 
With rapture, strangers all surveyed the land. 

The festive sky to which rich trees uprise, 
The hills which florish, plains which wide expand, 

And deemed they gazed upon earth's paradise ; 
As poison lurks within a flower fair, 

Within her stately edifices dwell. 
Which dazzle folly with their splendor's glare, 

Odious crimes, too manifold to tell. 
Her great ones waste on lux'ry ev'ry day. 
Either too full of pride or sloth to pray. 
Or like the folk with mimic rites adore 
The gods, because their sires adored before. 
Clasped in the arms of wsmtonness her king 
Doth from his back the load of empire fling, 
Lending his sceptre to vile slaves, smd crown 
Who rob his subjects, and then trample down. 
The priesthood wedded unto wealth and show, 

Are fair without, but rotten quite within. 
They aid not poverty, they soothe not woe. 

But yield, by turns, to ey'ry filthy sin. 
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Ir an aagel deigaed witk aaa to cat aad driak. 

His glorj to Dian's eyes woald sooa aecai di■^ 
To his own lerel pride woold seek to siak. 

Or Tainl J magaily hiaMtelf to kna. 
His power would by tke world be d isbdie ted. 

Unless exerted fall before its aigkt. 
Load woald men cry that they had been deceived. 

And doabt tbat be front beaTca look bis iigbt. 
His gestures all pcrfonned witk eoartly ease. 

The kindly tone in which he all addrest. 
Seemed meet for erer all mankind to please; 

Fondly awhile he was by them carest. 
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The heads of all before him lowly bowed, 

Each strove the other to excel in zeal, • 

The attributes with which he is endowed 

All glowing praise, for that they warmly feel ; 
Thus when at first is roused two lovers' feelings, 

Each appears perfect to the other's eyes, 
The youth exceeds the maiden's courteous dealings, 

And in return the maid the youth outvies. 
His youthful face like sunlit roses glowing, 

His faultless form and mildly beaming eyes. 
His golden hair adown his shoulders flowing. 

His vnngs o'er which still flit a thousand dyes, 
Eden's odors his balmy breath exhaling. 

His voice more musical thsm silver bells. 
His sentiments, and language pure unfailing. 

On all with rapture ev'ry body dwells. 
Unfit a headlong multitude to oppose. 

Which like a flood before it all things bears. 
Confounding in its fury friends with foes, 

O'erwhelming all to thwart its course which dares ; 
Tis thoughtless, fickle, er.sy led astray. 

Always by ignorance, or madness stiri*'d. 
Still prone the wildest doctrine to obey, 

To hold as wisdom too the most absurd, 
Perversely to all consequences blind. 

Too wilful reason's discipline to own. 
Of bulk gigantic, but of pigmy mind. 

With claws of iron, and vnth heart of stone. 
All gain which are beyond its sphere loud blame> 

Level with earth it seeks all heights to raze, 
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Its wrath a breath will kindle to a flame, 

Which, aye, on all aboye it raVnous preyft. 
Not long ruled over men the sky-bom child. 

Too gentle was his beneficial sway ; 
Grisly, misshaped, arose a monster wild 

Which soon the froward folk began f obey ; 
Careless of self, this sought alone their good, 

And dealt forth justice after reason's laws. 
That yielded only to capricious mood. 

And oped to ravin wide its greedy jaws. 
With small eyes, close together, sunken deep, 

(No nose arises parting them betwixt. 
No sparks of reason from them ever leap) 

Their gaze not long on any object fixed. 
But hither, thither, wsmd'ring as if mad; 
With hair its body all before was clad ; 
Too sad it seemed to give, or feel delight; 

Two rows of teeth it often grinning showed, 
At which all shuddered lest that it should bite ; 

£*er and anon it madlike, moped, smd mowed f 
Of yore a tail it might have had behind, 
(Appendage proper to the bestial kind,) 
There now was only left a short thick bit 

To hide its buttocks, which were void of hair,. 

And red as flesh of skin stripped newly bare ; 
So loosely to its thighs its legs were knit. 
They were too weak its swollen paunch to bear. 
And straight they would not stand with all its care ; 
When moving it was forced to lean for ease 
On its thin ampis, which reached unto its knees^ 
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Nath*le8S it walked with awkward stumbling gait, 

And frequently was fain for rest to wait; 

Hedgelike its cheeks, striped blue and white, surrounds 

A bush of hair; to speak it oft essayed, 
But uttered only harsh, unmeaning sounds; 

As wrathful at the yain attempts it made, 
The ugliness of its terrifying face 
It twisted into ev'ry wry grimace. 
Its visage strangely fierce, its rugged shape. 

Its muzzle fortified, its looks of spite. 
With wonder make beholders stand agape. 

And when it moves, to run away through fright; 
An outlet seeking through which to escape, 

About its glances restlessly e'er flit. 
Watching with care each gesture slight of all, 

(It was as scared at them, as they at it,) 
Of coward heart, though formed all hearts t' appal* 
The rabble's soul ere long this monster won ; 

All pamper it with dainty fruits and cates, 
The angel's garments on its carcase don. 

And make it arbiter of all their fates ; 
The more 'tis fed, and lolls the more at ease. 

It giveth way to passion-fits more oft, 
Loved del'cates soon with difficulty please. 

Until restraint at length is wholly dofifd. 
And it devours its worshippers at will, 
Aod they its ire to soothe their life-blood spill ; 
As it proceeds to hold their lives more cheap. 
Deeper becomes their rev'rence, and more deep. 
Temples are built, and idols grim are raised. 

With gems bedizened, painted, overwrought^ 
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And with load noise its attributes are praised. 

And offerings by the multitade are brought ; 
Devoted zealots mutually strive 

Prostrate to lie, and offer up their seed. 
To gain his influence, which makes them thrive. 

Staining themselves with ev'ry heinous deed ; 
Whatever crime which human nature shocks. 
Whatever folly which at Reason mocks. 
They glory in committing his fell wrath 

T' appease, but their endeavors weakly fail. 
Though always blood and bones befoul his path. 

Nothing his looks prognosticate but bale ; 
** My looks belye me, I'm of temper mUd,'* 
** I 'm controlled as easily as a child ; " 
'< How soft thy touch is, stroke me with thy hand,' 
'< Lo ! to embrace thee my fond arms expand." 
He thus, by plausible and flatf ring speech. 

Into his clutch, sought zealots to beguile. 
Who, him to loose his hold in vain beseech, 

When well succeeded his enticing wile. 
The smgel slain the people sore beweep 

When with the monster's rule they his compare; 
And him, with rapine glutted, sunk in sleep. 

They all to murder most devoutly swear. 
If fame be gained by impudence, or stealth, 

Which divers garbs that they may cheat with ease, 
Cunningly done ; if dignity or wealth. 

But deign to practice fawning arts to please^ 
Men as a flock, the wearer of the bell, 
Thoughtless of purpose, to do ill, or well. 
Will follow, though they lead them straight to hell. 
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Prone, too, the daily good which they enjoy 

Soon to grow weary of, and hold as naught, 
They rather choose a rare, and worthless toy. 

At vast expense, with difficulty bought. 
Of which the novelty soon wears away. 

And they regret the riches which it cost, 
(Yet for another, quick, more dearly pay) 

Which like a nutshell void aside is tost. 
All, as one msm, unto the temple haste, 

Where lies the bloated fiend by strong sleep bound. 
Gobbets of flesh, the offals of his taste. 

And bones, and excrements, thick scattered round ; 
At sight of him the multitude hung back. 

And long upon him staring, listless stood. 
For all to strike the first blow, courage lack. 

Lest it should fail, and he should wreak his mood; 
Not that they were too tender to shed blood. 
Of body spare, beneath the common height. 
Yet noted for agility,- and sleight : 

One, than his comrades ever far more bold, 
Whose feats they often had astonished seen. 

All a willing champion now behold. 
On tiptoe, breathless, and with wond'ring mien. 

With steady steps, closed lips, and knitted brow. 
His bright eyes on the fell destroyer fixed. 
Towards him stealing, straight the ribs betwixt « 

He dealt with skilful arm a deadly blow, 
And, ere the monster from his sleep awoke. 
Repeated with unflinching hand the stroke ; 
He writhing in the agonies of death 

Rolled on his back, then stiffened to a corse ; 
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The body still, and vanished its last breath, 

The populace forward rushed with headlong force, 
Eager each his vengeful spite to vent, 
Which had by cowardice so long been pent; 
With outcry loud, mad gestures, aspects fierce, 
They thro' and thro' the helpless carcase pierce. 

Until their strength and fury be quite spent ; 
They break his images, his temples raze. 
And curse his name, which they were wont to praise. 
The mangled remnant into quarters torn. 

And head cut off are mounted upon poles, 
And pompously through the whole city borne; 

Trophies of doughty deeds, of hardy souls ; 
At last, upon the top of ev'ry gate 

They 're fixed, from tyranny all men to fright, 
Lest thus their crimes be visited by fate, 

And reft their bodies be of holy rite : 
Effigies e'en the mocking children feig^, 
And act the dire catastrophe again. 
Bearing them gravely, through the street they strut, 
And with real cruelty their vengeance glut. 
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Unto her bright starry home. 

From which to the earth down she flew. 
No more 'yond its precints to roam 

Back again she hath soared from my view ; 
If every fair sister-sprite 

Be like her, how blest must they be, 
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Who 're chosen with her to delight, 
As once it was granted to me ; 

If such ecstacy flowed from the kiss 
Of lips marr'd by the sins of the flesh, 

Oh ! they must yield unspeakable bliss 
When in paradise budded afresh ! 



THE WISH. 

Do spirits remember the lov'd ones of earth ? 

Can they see the whole world, by mortals unseen ? 
Or are they insensate to sorrow and mirth, 

Maintaining for ever a passionless mien ? 
I wish that one spirit would visit this world. 

Unto those left behind glad tidings to tell, 
Who, into the abyss of perdition are hurled, 

And who, with the happy in paradise dwell. 
The beauty surrounding us all is ideal,* 

After death it will fade like the sunhues of e*en. 
Who would wish to behold the skeleton real 
That once hath the world clad in loveliness seen ? 
If this be the truth, as sages assever. 
Oh ! let me stay here to be cheated for ever ! 
After wasting your days turning dull pages o'er. 

After fasting like hermits from ev'ry bliss, 
Have, ye sages acquired by your labor no more 

To bequeath to mankind but a warning like this ? 

* ** Anaxagoras, of Clazomense, believed that oar eyes are incapable 
of discerning the true color of objects, and that onr senses deceive 
us; and therefore that It is the basiness of reason and not of our eyes 
to judge of things." 
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Let me, after death, retain every sense 
From which em'nates pleasure below ; 

Be made, my feelings of bliss more intense, 
Be blunted, my feelings of woe ! 



THE HAPPY LIFE. 

What constitutes a happy life? 

All men*s opinions are at strife ; 
Pray how would you, friend, wish to live f 

List, mine opinion I will give : 
Not like extravagance to waste. 

Not like selfish av'rice to hoard, 
But with a few choice friends to taste 

The pleasures of the festive board, 
Enough may some kind soul bequeath, 

'Gainst sudden want a little store ; 
A dwelling 'midst air pure to breathe, 

A view extensive stretched before, 
Of hill, and vale, and well-grown trees, 

A river winding through greoi meads. 
Which now one loses, now one sees ; 

A mind unstung by evil deedit. 
An agile frame, health never ailing, 

A flow of spirits never failing ; 
A gentle girl be mine to cheer 

The irksomeness of solitude, 
One dear to me, who holds me dear, 

One not a wanton, not a prude, 
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Bat to the charmer's voice e'er deaf, 

To all his fascinatioii blind. 
May her heart be a summer leaf, 

A gem without a flaw, her mind. 
Oh ! Muses, do not keep aloof, 
But oft sojourn beneath my roof; 
May fortune ev'ry wish prevent, 

So that whatever haps may be 
As I should ehoose, that discontent 

Disturb not my tranquillity ; 
May I, as down a gentle slope, 

Easily life's decline descend. 
Without a cause for death to hope, 

Or fear to reach life's destin'd end. 
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'< Nought from my Rose shall me estrange," 

I said, as fondly I carest ; 
^* Lov'd shalt thou be through every change," 

<< Still of my heart the cherish'd gaest ; " 
But other flowers painted fair. 

Their beauties to mine eyes disclose. 
And dazded by their gaudy glare, 

I threw away my chosen Rose ; 
I never could her loss repair, 

I never vnth another met^ 
So sweet as she, or half so fair, 

On whom at first my heart was set ; 
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Its color imded, lost its sweet. 

Which soothed the smdl, and duunm'd the eyes, 
Shriveird, and trodden by my feet, 

A kiathsoiDe thing before me lies ; 
Thy wasted form and pallid cheek. 

My infidelity upbraid. 
And of the love, and sorrow speak. 

Which on thy Titals early preyed ; 
Oh, would that 1 possessed the power 

To thee lifers beauty to restore. 
Then planted in my breast, my flower 

Revived, should never witiier more ! 



THE wa\te: and the rock. 

Seems not yon rock, unshaken made to stand, 

While all around are falling to decay. 
Against the sea, the bulwark of the land, 

Until the world's foundations pass away ! 
Behold, how weak, seems yonder wave, and soft. 

How smoothly gliding tVards that rock it fares, 
Nathless, by force of shock, repeated oft, 

A passage through its inmost heart it wears ! 
The haughty thus, who lift their heads on high. 

Who scarcely deign a glance below to turn. 
Who all the world, and destiny defy. 

Are often undermined by diose they spurn ! 
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Why hide thy face, and blush to own 

Feelings which unto all are common, 
From queen to. peasant, zone to zone. 

Which rule the breast of ev*ry woman? 
Oh ! would that I had known before 

That I was longed for by thy soul, 
That all her inward workings o'er 

By me was held supreme control ! 
Oh ! that to mortals had been given 
A breast of crystal clear by heaven, 
That ev'ry one might plainly view 
In which emotions kind, and true. 
Lay sleeping, season fit awaiting 

Them to arouse, like flow'rs unblown. 
And in which falshood, fair truth hating. 

Still to sincerity unknown ! 
Oh ! then one ne'er would be deceived, 

From keen stings would be saved one's pride. 
We would not weep that we believed 

Those who at loyal faith deride ! 
The foul breath of the world, I ween, 

E'er sullies first the purest heart ; 
We wish to be what we have been. 

At what we are with horror start ; 
As o'er the body empire hold 
Loathsome diseases manifold, 
Marring -the beauty of the eyes' delight, 
Until it grow a monster to affright, 

E 
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So others o'er the heart exert, 

Enkindled by unholy fire, 

A poif7*r as baneful, and as dire, 
Its sweets to poison they convert. 

Teach it at feelings good to mock, 

Make it grow harder than a rock, 
And, with the malice of a fiend. 
Seek ill-contagion to extend. 
That may infected be the pure 
Beyond all earthly art to cure ; 
As forth the same soil constant brings 

The herb of life, the herb of death. 
Still water'd by the same clear springs. 
And cherish'd by the same warm breath. 

As offers opportunity, 

Both strive for life and mastery ; 
The seed of good, of bad the seed 

Alike are sown in ev'ry breast. 
The worst may do a hallowed deed, 

A wicked may commit the best ; 
For good and etil will endeavour 

To obtain most powerful sway, 
Until their lord in sunder sever 

Each from the other far away. 



DISAPPOINTMENT. 

After that thou too hast obtained her heart, 
Averse from thee her parents may gainsay. 

And both, poor wretches, soon in twain dispart, 
And thou must yield unto their tyrant sway, 
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For thou their purpose may'st lack pow'r to thuvart. 

And she may fear their bests to disobey^ 
To be the victim of her parents stem, 

With feelings kind whose bowels never yearn, 
Forgetting that, as thou, they once were young, 

Haply in youth, they set their hearts on one. 
And were, perhaps, by disappointment wrung 

For that they lost the prize which they had won ; 
Or haply if thou her affection win, 

If she parental threats defy. 
She will be pointed at as child of sin. 

And exU'd from society. 
Deserted by her friends, and nearest kin. 

And walked contemptuously by ; 
Like heated stamp, he bumeth to impress. 

She like soft wax, is easily imprest, 
His heart its lov'd one trembles to caress, 

And she with languor longs to be carest. 
Endowed with feelings too susceptible, 
Both easy yield unto love's magic spell. 
Love grows with their growth, strengthens with their strength, 

Charily hidden from cold worldling's view, 
Cherished with fondness through their life's whole length, 

Each longs till death their converse to renew, 
Destined, alas, too oft, to long in vain, 
Perchance on earth they never meet again ; 
Thus often in secluded spots we meet 
With views enchanting, which enchain our feet. 
Unconsciously we prolong our stay. 
From them reluctantly we turn away, 
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We often, too, when lost in reyerie. 
Long afterwards those fairy vistas see^ 
And wish, that we had drawn the happy lot, 
To spend our days upon so blest a spot. 
Oh, Love ! on thee the world e'er looks askaont, 
And thou art treated with abuse, and taunt, 
Out of doors, too, frequently art thou driven, 
Vaked to bear the inclemency of heaven ; 
fiut oh ! thou always bear'st a secret balm, 

Possest of virtue ev'ry wound to heal. 
And ev'ry mental trouble sore to calm, 

If but with her who taught thee first to feel ; 
Though Fortune with her darkest clouds surround, 

Thy lov'd one's smile can quick disperse the gloom, 
And even make thy heart with gladness bound. 

Forgetful of adversity's hard doom ; 
Though Fortune on thee brightly shine. 

Throw all her gifts upon thy way. 
Bereft of her thou wilt repine. 

All for her loss cannot repay ; 
Though Pleasure*s eyes on thee look kind. 

By thine their g^aze is unretumed. 
For to all beauty thou art blind, 

But that from which thou hast been spumed. 
A phantom holds to thee the Cup of Bliss, 

Thou eagerly draw'st nigh athirst to sip, 
To grasp the proffered cup thy fingers miss, 

And falls unsatisfied thy cheated lip ; 
The self same cup too phant'sy represents 

Unto the bottom by another drained. 
O'er her unfaithful then thy heart laments, 
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Thou to the quick by jealousy art pained. 
A treasure lost is ever most esteemed. 
As years gone by the happiest are deemed. 
Oh ! the lingering taste of pleasure past, 

Too oft deprives the present of its zest ; 
We weep that fresh our feelings do not last 

Till death, as when first passion broke their rest. 
That love his faithful devotees may know 
A mark he hath imprest on ev'ry brow, 
Which fresh remains while they are heaven beneath, 
By time obliterated not, or death, 
And when they soar the starry spheres beyond. 

Their irksome pilgrimage on earth being done, 
Those whose tokens punctual correspond. 

Kneeling before Love's everlasting throne, 
Are joined together in connubial bond 

By him, and are eternally made one. 
No demon nigh to break their union fond ; 
Then all with feelings, oh ! how pure revived, 
Feelings of bliss, which are no more shortlived. 
Beyond the pow'r of death again to par 
Enjoy for aye the first-loved of the he 
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As the prodigal squanders away treasure, 
How many waste inestimable leisure ! 
To naught perverting faculties sublime, 
Themselves abandoning to ev'ry crime. 
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Whilst man with iridescent babbles toys. 

Watching them swell and lightly seek the sky^ 
(On things as empty, man, his life employs,) 

Is fled the wished-for opportunity! 
Away life's moments never-resting pass 
Quicker than breath from Beauty's looking-glass 
Than flits the lightning nought may oyertake, 

Than a thin phantom melts within thy clasp, 
Than thro' the fingers glides a slipp'ry snake, 

The quicker still, the tighter is thy grasp. 
Into depths dark and unknown many dive 

Hoping pearls inestimable to gain. 
After bright phantasmata many strive. 

Which no existence have but in their brain ; 
Many, to make a rolling stone ascend 

A perpendicular and slipp'ry hill, 
Squander their labor, and their breath expend, 

Many a vessel full of holes to fill ; 
Thoughtless that they with tasks are occupied. 

Which to perform they not the strength possess; 
Though at the other's folly each deride, 

Neither his own is ready to confess. 
As he, who longs to reach a brilliant star, 

May travel on till death his progress stay. 
At last remaining from it just as far 

As when he first set out upon his way ; 
It brightly shining lures him on with hope. 

Onward he hastes, yet never draws more nigh, 
Beyond his sphere, tho' still within his scope. 

The wayworn wand'rer utters oft a sigh. 
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Although its coarse he follow thus for ever. 

At the wished spot he never may arrive. 
Still space impassable the twain will sever ; 

Oh ! mortal, therefore, cease to vainly strive ! 
Though often warned, still heedless how time hastes. 

In seeking objects which His search elude 
His life and health, how frequently man wastes, 

Till death upon him unawares intrude. 
How many upon heaps, pile heaps of treasure. 

Of sin the wages, or hard-earned by toil. 
Which Folly wastes upon the toys of Pleasure, 

Or are to thieves of various kinds a spoil, 
Themselves to pleasure wholly some devote, 

Still bent the fleeting present to enjoy. 
Ne'er taking of the past the slightest note, 

Ne'er suffering the future to annoy ; 
The price of pleasure oft is years of pain, 

Her vot'ries Luxury soon fails to please, 
Beauty with bliss administers a bane. 

And life is undermined by sly Disease ; 
Some covet Fame, whose mouth is full of lies. 

She praises not according to the deed. 
She lifts the worthless far above the skies, 

Unknovm the worthy pines away in need ; 
Stupendous monuments another raises, 
Sets forth in pompous language selfish praises. 
These stand the wonder of succeeding ages, 
Those to decipher puzzles Learning's sages, 
For that the inscription Time hath made a blot. 

Or the characters made quite obsolete, 
The founder's nalne Tradition hath forgot, 
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Which he beliered would all the worid repeat 
Wantonness rolls around her restiess eye, 

Still seeking for an object new of lust^ 
Each object ceases soon to gratify, 

And then is turned away from in disgust. 

And thus it haps until she mix with dust. 
Riches contemn for which all mankind long, 
And earn by craft, by yiolence, and wrong, 
( Many, too oft, in vain, to serve their need,) 

To further ill designs and lewd the bad. 
Many to glut their ever-craying greed. 

More to their oyerflowing hes^s to add. 
Which their heirs idle freely shed as rain, 
Thoughtless how hard their fathers toiled to gain. 
Expecting that they will not know an ending, 

Upon aU pleasures false, and falser friends, 
In search of fleeting happiness still wending, 

But long ere she be found their treasure ends ; 
And they who friendship's lovely garment wore. 
To fill their empty pouches from their store. 
Sooner than all the fair disguise throw off. 
Loudest of all, too, at their folly scoff ; 
And hurry off for others snares to lay, 

Rich fools which fall to cheats an easy prey ; 
As to more sunny climates swallows fly. 

From those where summer's wont not long to stay, 
So all thy table-friends away will hie. 

When poverty bedims thy splendor's ray. 
And threat'ning over thee misfortune lowers. 

In quest of him who basks in Fortune's smile. 
On whom most lavishly her gifts she showers^ 



VANITY. 57 

Whom, as they thee beguiled, they will beguile^ 

With whom they '11 riot, as with thee, awhile. 
Extrayagance would waste all Ind^'s store, 

On wants of Phantasy, on gauds df Pride, 
To^norrow, Opulence from door to door 

Those orts may beg he yesterday denied ; 
The highest ne'er the lowest should despise. 

Peasants to Kings have given daily bread. 
Kings o'er the earth have v^ander'd in mean guise. 

Seeking a hovel to protect their head. 
As to each breeze his bark the skipper trims. 
Cheats comply with Folly's changeful whims. 
Hoping to share the fruits which he possesses. 
On him they favirn, like slaves, with sham caresses. 
Their bearing they conform with all his ways. 
And all they praise he has, or does, or says. 
Fools like abroad to show, and boast of wealth, 
Heedless of lurking, never sleeping stealth. 
Too weak themselves to manage their affairs. 
They must to others lend their household cares. 
They would withal have others in their stead 

Endure the ills of life ; amidst its pleasures. 
Bom and brought up, and with their whole heart wed 

To them in vain ; their evil-gotten treasures. 
Nor health, nor peace of mind, nor love, can buy. 
For all of these how often rich men sigh. 
Guilty, diseased, without a loving wife. 
Or with children undutiful at strife. 
Or faithful friend to Ught the path of life, 
Wretched their days are, and when nature's debt 
They pay, their tombs no tears of sorrow wet. 
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Oh ! when befcnre great God's tribunal dread 
Stand, by the last tnunp snnmHm'dy all the dead, 
Which under earth, and her yast waters de^, 
Speechless have lain benomb'd in dreamless sleep ! 
E'en all the souls of all the sinful worid. 

Since the first dart of death at man was hurled. 
Tore the righteous Judge shall wait in fear. 

Their courage by no hope of change upbuoyed^ 
Their dooms which no one can make void to hear ; 

E'en from the time when from a shapeless void, 
God at a word called forth Earth's fabric fair. 

Till that day when he all his work destroyed. 
No longer able with man's crimes to bear ; 

Of means ye in wrong's sendee misemployed, 
Of time a long accompt besides mispent. 

The talents which to you f increase were lent, 
Back ye will give unto*them added nought. 

Ye worshipped Mammon, and for him ye wron^t. 
With bags of gold no pardon Wealth may gain. 

Magnates, and kings, if guilty, will in vain 
Profer their favor ; and a lying tale 
To utter in defense all tongues will fail ; 
Then Falshood in Truth's garb cannot deceive ; 

Each will receive from Him a sentence just. 
The hopes of those who at the last believe 

His omnipotence, when they cannot trust 
To mundane poVr their wishes to achieve 

Will vanish, like a cloud of summer dust. 
The rogue, skilled in the art of cheating deep. 
Over the ruins of his hope to weep 
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Leaves the weak fool, who as enraptur'd gaz'd^ 
On the air-castles which his juggling raised. 
Quick as Aladdin's palace up they sprung, 

And quick as that they wasted, too, away, 
And helpless he upon the world was flung. 

By disappointment gnaw'd, to want, a prey. 
Many are lured by £1 Dorado schemes. 

Wilder than an opium-eater's dreams, 
From which rich harvests soon to reap they hope, 

Without the plodding wearisome of toil, 
The golden land ne'er cometh within scope, 

The sudden strokes of chance their hopes still foil ; 
On speculations treacherous deep their bark, 
They loose, though all before as pitch be dark. 
Not long 'bove water keeps their vessel firail. 

But she by sunken shelves, or sudden squall 
(Oft guidance wrong or want of skill her bale,) 

Is wreck'd, and sinks with her their fortune all ; 
Altho' their wishes oftentimes be crost, 

Many another project still they try. 

Each one must well succeed apparently, 
Until their reason with their wealth be lost ; 
And they, whose minds too weak to bear, fall under 

The blow of Fate, who sudden comes between, 

By their eyes, splendor dazzled unforeseen. 
To wrest their golden views and them asunder. 

Are more than their fellow-sufferers blest ; 
They vasty mines of diamonds, silver, gold. 
And golden cities paved with gems behold. 

And even deem themselves of all possest, 
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And of their countless plenty loudly vaunt, 
(Altho' their phanfsy but bright shadows haunt.) 
Of opulency far beyond the bound, 

By jealous fortune to her fav*ritee set. 
Whose sum would Eastern Emperors astound. 

Which the world's toil could ne'er together get ; 
By mounts of gold on aurate mountains piled, 
And stores of passing worth they are beguird ; 
Though bare their dwelling, as by robbers pilled, 
They phanfsy it a treasure-house, fUU filled. 
A dirty lump of clay, or worthless dross. 
Soothes the doting maniac for his loss, 
Fixing his eyes intently on it, he 

To one bye-standing, tells in secresy, ^ 

While he exhibits it most charily^ j 

^' Though this thou deem a worthless piece of earth, 
*' Its price exceeds by much all worldly worth, 
" For that a grudging demon, out of spite, 
<< All my hopes of future power to blight, 
*' During the eve, before that happy day, 
'* On which my hopes would all have fully blown, 
*' Suddenly changed my " gem of purest ray,"* 
<' Into this nothing-worth, and gloomy clay ; 
*' Oh ! the world's riches would have been mine own, 
'* Which have for ages in earth's depths been stored, 
^' Depths which by man have not yet been explored, 
*' And all by Ocean hidden in his caves, 
*^ And argosies which have been swallow'd by his waves ! *' 
To ev*ry one he of its value prates 
Who will listen, and patiently awaits 

* A phrase used in the Blegy of Gny, —Printer** devil. 
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Until it by some strange and wondrous mean 
Regain its fonner shape, and dazzling sheen ; 
Though forced his limbs to stretch the sky beneath^ 
Naked on Poverty's cold dismal heath, 
Which roundabout as winter's fields is bare, 
He feels in want of nought, knows not despair. 
Fools think that to be rich is to be great, 
And that the better half of grandeur's state. 
They who themselves enrich, or aggrandize, 

For the sake of unborn posterity, 
Than they, I do not hold a jot more vnse. 

Who all their substance waste on lechery, 
The first heap up for others' use their treasure. 
The last but purchase momentary pleasure. 
Money to no one of mankind is lent 
Upon enjoyment selfish to be spent, 
Each should to his utmost power relieve 
Those wretches whom misfortune's wrongs aggrieve. 
As niggard-like is he who hoards his pelf, 
As he whose riches pamper but himself. 
Both to their starving brother's oft-heaved groan. 
Are deaf, as if they had been cut from stone. 
Unheeding that to him who lent the loan, 
Who is not to the smallest error blind. 
Nought can escape whose all-perceiving mind. 
That they when called must give a strict account; 

Every one who hath betrayed his trust, 
According unto his faults full amount. 

He punishes with condign torments just. 
When worldly pleasure hath from old Sin fled. 
As he is rack'd on sickness' tort'ring bed, 
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Round which flits a numerous threatening throng, 
The shades of all the victims of his wrong, 
Which mock at his despair, and wringing woe, 

And cause such dread as no good man can guess. 

Of future ease aU utter hopelessness, 
Then fire seemeth through all his veins to flow ; 

With pity all beholders bowels yearn. 
As his white quiv'ring lips his life's deeds own, 
(Which for man's sake had better been unknown,) 

They ynsh that they Sin's wages may ne'er earn, 
But with the share by God unto them given. 
Be satisfied, and duly thank kind heaven : 
Wickedness 'gins gold's uselessness to learn 
Too late, that ease of mind, and frame of health. 
To know cannot be bought with gilded wealth. 
His bags and coffers all are scorned by death, . 
When he with them would buy one draught of breath, 
How willingly would he his pelf then give. 
That he the shortest space of time might live. 
Partly to rectify his many errors. 
Before he face the last tribunal's terrors ; 
At last the sullied gains of blood and theft. 
For pardon, unto mother church are left. 
By fear, from him unveiling wrung, and pain, 

Hoping that he by one man-haUowed deed 
May everlasting happiness obtain. 

And from the torments dire of hell be freed. 
The crafty watching friar, bent to win 
The vast estates, and hoard of dying Sin, 
Sudden advantage takes of moments weak. 
Consoling words of future bliss to speak. 
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And tries to lull to sleep the fiend Despair 
With holy bible scraps, and promises most fkir ; 
Bidding him, " Even at the eleventh hour, 
" Repent, and save his soul from Satan's poVr, 
** Warning, that if his sins as blood be red, 

<' That one will cleanse them until white as snow, 
" One who, unsinning, yet for sinners bled. 

" One who, uiipitied, pitied other's woe ; " . 
Thus preaching that, indeed, at which he mocks, 
By stealth the friar, subtle as a fox, 
Stops for God's loye the miser's hard-drawn breath, 
Hasf ning his passage to the vale of Death, 
That sooner may his lucre ill-begotten 

Within his brethren's eager grasp be held, 
Who masses s&y until his corpse be rotten 

By which Hell's power o'er his soul is quelled. 



THE FORSAKEN GIRL TO THE PURSUED 

BIRD. 

'< Hunted by some cruel foe, 

'' Shelter com'st thou here to seek ? 
" Art thou victim too of woe, 

** Woe of which thou can'st not speak ? 
*' How wild thine eyes, as water clear, 

^ Up and down my chamber rove ; 
" They 11 see no persecutor here, 

*' Thou 'rt safe as in a holy grove. 

<« Pants thy breast with fear or love?^ 
Oh ! love is aye akin to fear ! 
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The one I love I fear to lose. 
The one I love I doabt to win. 

Trembling the timid lover woos. 
The wan maid frighten'd lets Love in. 

^^ Between two lovers tidings glad, 

^ Tween lovers desolate and sad, 
** Thoa art fitly made to bear, 

** Wilt thon, fair bird, with me tarry, 

** My love-messages to carry ? 
** My love is — oh ! I know not where ! 
^ And all my feelings pine through dearth, 

** If I had wings, as thon, to fly, 
^To th' utmost comers of the earth 

'' I in search of him would hie, 
** My feet should touch no place of rest, 

*^ Nor my pinions fold beside me, 

^' Till I in his arms could hide me, 
** And panting, sink upon his breast. 
<^ With a mistress loving kind, 

<< If thou' It stay, fair bird, thou' It meet, 
** She ne'er will prison thee, or blind, 

** Free shall be both thy wings and feet, 
^' Thou shalt in her virarm bosom nestle, 

<^Thou always from her hand shalt feed, 
** Too weak art thou with foes to vnrestle, 

<* To bear the winter's storm and need. 
** Of Even's show'r-bow every hue, 

<< O'er thy back, and pinions spread, 
^< Thy silk-soft breast as heaven blue, 

^^Thy legs as budding roses red, 



CUPID CAUGHT IN A SHOWER. 65 

** Show thou wert bom on Beauty's isle, 

" Haply, by Beauty's self wert cherish'd ; 
'* She hath forgotten, perhaps, to smile, 

'' Fearful lest that her pet have perish'd, 
'< Perchance behind thee lone is left 

^< A mate which calls for thee in vain ; 
** Be not by me of him bereft, 

'* I know too well fond absence* pain." 



CUPID CAUGHT IN A SHOWER. 

{A VAnacreon,) 

A RAPPING on the door my slumber broke, 

" Who is there ?" cried I, A plaintive voice spoke, 

^* I pray thee, let me in, for I would fain 

^* Be sheltered from the wind of night, and rain ;'' 

My bed I straightway left, and oped the door. 

When lo ! a child stood right mine eyes before ! 

A blue-eyed child, with beauty rich endowed. 

Winged, naked, weeping too aloud. 

Yearning with pity at the woful sight 

I took him in, and made the fire bright. 

And by its side the little trembler set 

To warm his limbs, with cold all in a shiver. 
And dry his yellow hair, and plumage wet. 

Taking, ere long, an arrow from his quiver. 
Which hung well-filled between his rosy wings, 
** Dampness is very apt to loose bow strings 

F 
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He said, sly rogue ! *<I'll try if mine be slack ;" 
He rose, and, archer-like, a pace drew back. 
Stretched was the string, the bow was quickly bent, 
And 'gainat my bosom straight the weapon sent. 
( Methought in sunder that my heart was rent) 
" I see," in glee he shouts, *^ that all is right," 
And laughing biddeth me, ^^ Good night, good night," 
Nor deigned to pity in the least my plight. 
Now of that treacherous wound I wear the scar. 

Full often too its sudden shoot and throb 
The slumber*s quiet of mine old age mar. 

<' Deceiver, thou may'st entrance beg, and sob. 
" Thy knocks may sound again like claps of thunder, 
<< Natheless the door shall keep us both asunder : 
" Thou to the storm for me may'st fall a prey, 
<< I too wise am grown thy cries to obey ;" 
In wrath I threatened ; but, since that, my rest 

Has oft been broken by that wand'rer wily, 
Whom, as before, I've treated as a guest, 

Who in return, has wounded me as slyly ! 



TO THE SWALLOW. 

Though, nun-like, thou be plainly clad 
In simple garb of black and white, 

Fair messenger of tidings glad, 
Thou art right welcome to my sight 

Altho' thy song ne'er wake the morning, 
Nor lull to sleep the weary day. 
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Far sweeter is thy whispered warning, 

Than any warbler's of the spray, 
<< That summer be approaching near/' 
To mine attentive listening ear. 
Summer bearing fraits and flowers, 
Which upon earth he freely showers. 
In many-colored garments fair, 
Flowers whose breath makes sweet the air, 
Ripe fruits luscious to the taste. 
Oh ! hither summer, hither haste ! 
Oh ! build thy nest beneath mine eaves ! 

For I am poor, and gossips tell, 
( I am afraid their tale deceives ) 

^* Good luck and thou together dwell," 
For as of sunshine thou'rt too fond 

'Mid winter's fields of ice to stay, 
I fear my walls thou'lt keep beyond, 

Frighten'd by poverty away ! 
To be thy mate I would be fain, 
Herald of summer and his train, 
With sunny cheeks and laughing eyes. 
Of genial warmth, unclouded skies, 
'Neath which a blooming garden lies. 
I thy flight, thrice happy swallow, 
O'er the earth and main would follow. 
Winter's crystal realm e'er shunning. 
Myself in summer's beams still sunning. 
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TO THE ROSE. 

Rose, thou chosen flower of love. 
Queen of the garden, of the gr6ve, 
Of shape more goodly, fairer mien, 
Than thou no other flow'r is seen ; 
Thy hundred leaves, how wondrous fair. 
The Graces have wrapped up with care. 
And dyed them deep with love's own blush. 
Ruddy as summer's morning's flush. 
Or like a girFs lips moist and red, 

With her lover's dewy kiss ; 
By thee, too, all around is shed 

Sweets which fill one's sense with bliss, 
The sweetness from thy leaves exhaling, 

All those odoriferous smells 
Which delight the wanderer sailing 

Among the Eastern Isles, excels ; 
When Woman first was formed by Jove 

Her lips he like a rose-bud made. 
And the magic touch of love 

Alone to break their seal he bade ; 
Thy bud of secrecy's the token. 
Of love whose silence is unbroken. 
Of her who in lone chamber sighs. 
Yet fears to meet the long'd one's eyes ; 
When withered, emblem of the heart 
Whose hopes in early life were blasted, 

A maid from lover torn apart. 
Whose beauty '<hope deferr'd " hath wasted ; 
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When to the bold gaze of the god of day 
Thy leaves their beauty full display, 
Thou wam'st the lover to his arms 
His wish'd one grants those hidden charms, 
Which kindled first his heart*s desire, 
Which bum, like him, with am'rous fire ; 
With thine ever-blooming flowers 
Are overshadow*d Pleasure's bowers ; 
Her son, too, in her realm reposes 
Upon soft beds of thomless roses, 
But when that couch on earth he seeks. 
Sharp thorns for ever break his rest. 
Which deeper pierce the closer prest. 
By which his spite some demon wreaks. 
Glad another's bliss to have marr'd, 
Bliss from which he himself is barr'd ; 
In naked beauty clothed fair, 
Fresh roses woven with their hair. 
Long jet-black hair and jet-like shining. 
Behold the dancing Graces twining, 

Limbs pliant as the willow's boughs. 

Limbs smooth and painted like thy leaves oh ! Rose, 

Tho' thro' the garden of the world I search. 
With none lovelier than thou I meet, 

On whom the night-bird loves to perch. 
Praising thy fairness and thine odor sweet. 
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Forth roll all empty *handed from the womb, 

All nake^, and unable to 8un>ly 

The smallest wants, and all whene'er they die, 
And dwell within the narrow house of gloom, 
Then set all worldly gifts alike at nought, 
And for the lonely's sorrow care not aught. 
The rites and prayers all-hallow 'd hurried o'er, 
As gabbles schoolboy naught his hated lore. 
By the proud priest who daily acts a part 
Whose awful sense hath never reached his heart, 
The costly urn to keep the worthless dust, 
The marble tomb o'ersculptured, an4 the bust. 
The eyer-buming lamp, and fresh-plucked flowers 
Which Love, forlorn, upon it daily showers, 
The flattering eulogy of pride, or hate. 

By all the world unnoticed save to mock. 
Feigned woe's long retinue, and gloomy state, 

The corpse embalmed, clad life-like, lest U shock. 
With ghastlinesB our feelings delicate. 

Nor to the torments of the damned give ease. 

Neither the blest soul's hapjuuess increase. 
No art can long keep pure the rotting' dead. 
No grief win back the soul which once hatib fled, 
The stealthy inroads of abhorred decay 
Art can but put ofi* to another day, 
For rottenness in spite of all his care, 
Will, like a moth, eat all the vestment fair, 
Which erst with beauty clad the bony frame. 
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And we shall tarn away from in disgast, 

That shape of flesh which once inflamed oar last, 

And shudder that we soon shall be the same. 
The bones will soon be crumbled into dust. 

Whose workmanship to his wit*s farthest end 

The artist of most cunning brou^t, and blend 

With the elements, which to all gave birth, 

The air, the fire, the water, and the earth ; 

Thus one by one the haughty human race 

Vanishes, leaving not behind a trace. 



TEMPORA MUTANTUR ET MUTAMUR IN 

ILLIS. 

If one, who died a thousand years ago. 

Arose again he surely would not know 

That spot o'er which he lifelong daily ranged, 

The world hath been by Time and Art so changed ; 

How would he stare about him with surprise. 
Perhaps his sight's veracity would doubt. 

In odd-shaped clothes to see before his eyes 
Mamiikins strutting pompoasly about ; 

Or to some realm of phantsy he might deem 

That he a trip had taken in a dream, 

But they too wise their wonder to betray 
When unusual figures cross their sight. 
Straight him would dub a masquerading wight 
Bound homewards (having been shut out all night,) 

Who had not money for a coach or cab* to pay. 

* Cabs came into vogae since the above was written. 
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I 

CASTA SUO GLADIUM, ETC. MARTIAL, 
L. 1, 14, ARRIA. 

When to her husband dear she gave the blade, 
(From her own side she drew the bleeding steel) 

'* Indeed, mine own wonnd grieves me not," she said ; 
" The grief of thy wound, love, alone I feel."* 



STANZAS. 

Oh ! that I knew, my lost one, where thou art! 

Oh I that again thy loVd form I might see ! 
After that death hath hurled at me his dart. 

How blissful our eternity will be, 
If our spirits feel together HeavVs joy. 
Which holy fathers teach will never cloy. 
Thou wast, although they knew not my soul's wife ; 

Too early we were parted, yet too late. 
Blasted the budding roses of thy life 

Unkindness, poverty, and jealous hate. 
Thy spirit from all worldly bonds is free. 

Is there a bound which it cannot i>a88 o'er ? 
Or some dread law it fears to disobey ? 

Or waits it longing on the eternal shore 
Until mine leave the realm of night and day ? 
Can it not don again its garb of clay. 

To visit me amid the gloom of night, 

And with me taste again, love's ecstatic delight ? 

♦ Vide Pliny's Letters, etc. 
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If thou could'st be my spiritual bride 

Thy secret kisses ne'er should be revealed, 
No earthly love our union should divide, 

I, for thy sake, all worldly bliss would yield. 
Thee when alive above the world I prized, 
Thou, for my sake, the carping world despised. 
They blamed thy feelings because undisguised 
Whose hearts were never melted by Love's sun ; 

Urgent they ceaseless preach'd that it behoved thee 
My company contagious to shun. 

If chary of thy weal, but oh, you loved me ! 
By numerous spies thy footsteps were waylaid. 

Watched too were our clandestine interviews. 
Sly sland'rers parts behind thy back friends played, 

And were their trust aye ready to abuse. 
For thee rude menaces had no alarms. 

Thou shrunk'st not scared by consequences dire, 
Thyself thou threw'st into mine open arms, 

Risquing the future, and domestic ire. 



THE PHASES OF A DREAM. 

How changeful are the phases of a dream ! 
From reason's sway by sleep the senses freed 
Wander wildly, like an uncurbed steed. 
Lighted alone by phant'sy's cheating beam. 
Which changeth all the objects of our view 
From their true form?, and stains with foreign hue ; 
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The earth she searcheth o'er, 'tween pole and pole, 

And taking divers parts from things unlike, 
She joins them forming a preposf rons whole. 

That she with wonder may staid reason strike. 
The sleeper, feats how daring may perform 

Across the widest chasms he may leap. 

Fleet as an antelope, from steep to steep, 

Or from the pinnacle of the loftiest rock. 

And light unhurt, nor feel the weakest shock; 
Wrestle with all^e perils of the storm 
And giant-like o'erthrow ; now, like a worm. 
Helpless he struggles in the devil's grasp, 
Till for the breath of life he eager gasp. 
Now faints with Miss in Pleasure's straining clasp, 
Above the clouds he springs now fri(mi the ground, 
Then falling down, doth, like a ball, rebound. 
Now, as a cortL, swins light upon the sea, 

Maugre the buffets of the waves, and wind ; 
Buoyed by his lightness through the air seems he. 

With speed which leaves the hurricane behind. 
To hurry, or with easy movement glide. 

Then downward to the earth direct he hies, 
Quicker than one would down an ice-slope slide 

His breath unstifled, and undinmied his eyes ; 
Him from all danger, unseen power shields. 

Behold the scene is quick as li^tning shifted ! 
He roams about green, flow'ring, tree-decked fields 

'Mid shapes with heart-entrancing beauty gifted. 
Their beauty by the world's disguise not hid. 

All him with smiles, and soft demeanor meet, 
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And to the feast of loving kindness bid, 

And his arrival hail with music sweet, 
Whose strains would all the boasted skill defy 
Of the world's children, ch<»ce of melody, 
Of fruits, rich flavor'd, of immortal use. 

And viands heav'nly, he with them partakes, 
While Heb^-hands pour out nectarean juice. 

Of which deep gladness-rousing draughts he takes, 
Themselves, like dancing graces, some entwine, 
And others viewing them at ease recline 
On sloi>es with flowers diaper'd and smooth, 

Smoother than velvet, or than Beauty's skin, 

He tastes of bliss which mankind knew ere sin, 
Bliss which would e'en hell's keenest torments soothe ; 
Then, as by magic, vanish all again, 

And he is plunged into a dark abyss. 
But not o'erwhelmed, to all things dead, save pain, 
Which, like his heart, makes throb his very brain. 

Around his body serpents twist, and hiss. 
He shudders at their touch, as winter's cold. 
He would, but cannot, loose their stringent hold, 

He would, but cannot, tear himself in twain. 
His eyes with horror through the gloom behold. 
At him fierce-staring, theirs, like burning coals, 
Lighting the foal breath from their jaws which rolls. 
His limbs, at last, with mighty strain they crush. 

And htf, oh I horriUe, is of life deprived, 

Only to be a victim new revived ; 
There is no refuge whither he may rush. 

By dread his faculties are all made numb. 

He tries for help to shout, his tongue is dumb. 
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Till up his voice by dint of mighty retch 

Be forced. He wakes to find all phantsy's sketch. 

How oft, in dreams, the spirits of the dead, 
Whose sight would scare us from our daily walk, 
The same as when alive behave, and talk. 

And we converse with them without a dread ! 
Eld seems again a frolic-loving child 
With play-mates long since dead he gambols wild. 
Clad trimly with his mother walks to church, 
Again at school he undergoes the birch 
Left by his treach'rous comrades in the lurch ; 
Or hears his lost one for the first time own. 
That she loves him, he fondly trusts alone. 
And with closed eyes, and wan impassioned face. 
Yield tremblingly unto his first embrace. 
Then from her trance awaking, fix her eyes 
On him, in fear, love, worship, and surprise. 
Then hide her blushing face upon his breast, 
And press that form, which her had warmly prest 
Quick as a flash of light appear, and fade, 

Spectres more oddly-faced, and whimsical. 
Than the 'guised visors of a masquerade. 
More motley clad, and antic freaks are played, 

More ludicrous than during carnival. 
Their bodies lithe they twist about, and faces. 
Making inhuman figures, and grimaces. 
Like Scaramouch. They are at one time dumb, 
At other, top-like, indistinctly hum. 
And whirr, and buzz, and laugh aloud, and whoop. 
Like mad Bacchantes, or Unreason's troop ; 
Spectacles more horrible, more grotesque. 
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Than the Phantasmagoria displays, 

Which wonder, fear, in turns, and laughter raise, 
Or than Dissolving Views more picturesque. 
Than Paradise, Elysium, Fairy-land, 
Than any raised by Merlin's* magic wand, 
Than any poet feigned, or painter drew. 

'Mong which the dreamer longs for aye to dwell ; 
Or overpassing all ideas of hell, 

Its horrors, torments, or unholy crew ; 
Then meets he with adventures much more droll, 

Than Don Quixott^ in his wanderings, 
(Dreams own not Times, or likelihood's control. 
Dreams mix together most discordant things,) 

At which his sides who shakes not as he reads ? 

And he achieves, too, more miraclous deeds, 

Than Arthur chief, or any paladin 

Of Christendom who sought renown to win. 

Than all the feats of mighty Harlequin, 

Of any hero of the Golden Fleece, 

Of all the worthies of old Rome and Greece, 

* Merlin appears to have been contemporary with the period of the 
Saxon invasion of Britain, in the latter part of the fifth centary. He ii 
first mentioned in connexion with the fortune of Yortigem, (repre. 
sented by Geoffrey, of Monmonth, as King of England in the eleventh 
century y) whose confident be was as well as his successors, Ambrosius 
and Uther Pendragon, father of Arthnr. He is sapposed to have been 
by birth a Welshman, Caermartben being his native city. He is the 
father of English magicians ; and the mighty powers of his wand are 
celebrated in the " Fairy Queen" of Spenser, and in many early bal- 
lads and romances. He was bnried alive by the stratagem of the Lady 
of the Lake, a supernatural being whom he loved, unfortunately, and 
she sealed his sepulchre with a spell which cannot be broken until the 
judgment-day. The Welsh still suppose that his soul possesses oracular 
power, and resort to his tomb, fancied to be in a cavern near Caermar- 
tben, for the purpose of consulting it. 
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(Well-kttowii to achool-boys) eke of ev*ry Knight, 
Wbo figured in the Crusades' lengthened fight. 
Of strange sights seen, achievements stranger wrought, 
Valniers and pilgrims frequent tidings brought,) 
Or of those wights who play astounding parts 

In the wild tales the Eastern &bler tells. 
With wander filling all the listener *s hearts ; 

The dreamer all outdoes, and each excels. 
To Him, who made man out of nought, alone, 
The marvels of the human mind are known. 



THE WONDERS OF BEING. 

All deem the soul by some means takes her birth. 
Either from fire or water, air or earth. 
Or from all, mysteriously ccHnbined ; 

Students to solve life's problem have in vain. 
Wasted long years, and worn away the mind ; 

Monsters how strange have issued from whose brain ! 
And whose hot phantsy prodigies hath raised. 
At whkh posterity hath stood amazed ! 
Ages have passed away, and with them borne. 

Myriads of beings, like ourselves, who knew 
As little, though they searched from night till mom. 

Of that which now eludes* the human view ; 
No Necromancer, e'en with Satan's aid. 

Can back recal that soul which once hath fled, 
By no means human can the soul be swayed. 

What man can rule the Kingdom of the Dead 7 
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That subtle principle which vivifies 

Of changeful Nature ev>y living form, 

From man erect, unto the subject worm, 
The artful chymist cannot analyse ; 

The breath of life wise Science cannot breathe 

Into a statue, or a faded wreath, 
A speaking statue is a juggler's trick, 

Roses revived the world no longer cheat, 
Thou can'st not Leech the rotten corpse make quick, 

Thou can*st not kindle its extinguished heat. 
If by Ignorance, perchance, were found 
An egg, an object strange, upon the ground, 
Would he behold a feathered creature rise 
Beyond the narrow compass of his eyes. 
With painted plumes, of hues metallic bright, 
Changing with ev'ry movement in the light. 
Or an armed eagle ready for the fight. 
Whose voice makes ev*ry winged thing despair. 
Or warbler make melodious the air. 
Gay ducks, or swans upon the water swim. 

With feathers white, as winters falling flakes, 

With necks as limber, and as long as snakes. 
Or o'er the Desert's plain the ostrich skim, 

'Mong birds a giant, swifter than a deer. 

Or than a race-horse when at full career ; 
Or would he see the alligator grim. 

From which the bravest turning flees thro' fear, 
The tortoise clothed with plates, as iron strong. 

The crocodile in armour, scale on scale, 

Like a warrior in his coat of mail ; 
Or like a wave the serpent roll abng. 
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No token of the outward shape or feature, 
Appears of any kind of living creature 
Of plumage, color, horn, or skin, or hair ; 
Each clothing fit, how varied, and how fair ! 
Either of flesh, of marrow, blood, or bone, 
But all seems hard, and lifeless as a stone. 
The work most marvellous of Nature's womb. 
Is wrapped roand with the darkness of the tomb. 
" We,'* hath Israel's Bard-king truly said, 
" Are fearfully and wonderfully made." 
Whence the soul came, or whither the soul hies, 

When with the body her sojourn is ceased. 
Still Curiosity hawk-eyed defies, 
Although he indefatigably pries. 

The puzzle by each insight is increased. 
When ceases, or begins the soul t' exist ? 

Whence comes it to make quick the new-born child, 
Which by its father is enraptur'd kissed. 

Whose innocence as yet is undefil'd ? 
Or whither after that its house of flesh 

Be left, forth travels the evanlsh'd soul? 
Seeks it another habitation fresh 

Amongst those countless orbs in air which roll ? 
Or, as an expiation for past crime, 

Is it decreed from shape to shape to flit ? 
To the earth banished for a certain time. 

Till it be made by frequent trial fit. 
Until its purity be freed from dross, 
To hold again that state of which it wails the loss ? 
To think how soothing that the lov'd withdrawn 

From our society, should be in bliss. 
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And when we 're waken'd by th' eternal dawn. 

That, in a better world, those loved in this 
We shall be rejoined to, and no ill sprite 

Haye poVr our wish'd union to divide, 
For lack of riches, or for jealous spite. 

But Love, and Truth, be ever side by side ; 
That Discord trying aye to make a breach 

In happiness, cannot on us intrude. 
Or Sljmder of crook'd gait, and lying speech. 

Or seeming fair Deceit, chamaeleon-hued, 
Or any other as unwelcome guest 
Which troubles aye on earth the bosom's rest ; 
Or to cheer only, by some angel bland, - 

Into the mourner is such thought instilled ? 
Or will be reached of Hope the '' promised land," 

Where ev*ry wish at last will be fulfilled ? 
Alas, we know not All is doubtful guess. 
The wisest e'en must ignorance confess, 
The grey beard of a future heaven or hell. 
As truly as the speechless babe may tell. 
Many because the artist they ne*er knew, 
Because the gliding hand ne'er met their ?iew, 
Feign that the earth by chance was formed and stocked. 
How would these wiseheads' common sense be shocked, 
On hearing one assert wh6n he espied 

A stately castle 'mid a forest stand, 

*' The stones without the help of builder's hand, 
^* Self-moving, as alive, came side by side, 

'^ Each above other regularly rose, 
*' Each unto other closely too adhered, 
^< Till a complete and shapely pile were reared, 

G 
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^' Which stands unmoved e'en when the tempest blows/' 
He straight would judge that he was fool, or mad. 
That he had more intelligence be glad ; 
Wise as the former, is the latter wight. 
The one deed feasible as other quite. 
Strange that that man^ whose large mind can r^eiye 
All the vast stores of Learning, should belicTe 
That the pure soul's existence be confined 

Within the narrow bounds of mortal life, 
And unto matter be as closely twined, 

As to her husband is a loving wife : 
The body wastes, the soul will never change. 
Her life eternity, the universe her range. 
Or that he should a God supreme deny, 

Who out of chaos, '^without form and void," 
Made all those worlds which float about the sky. 

Which are not by means visible upbuoyed ; 
The whole creation gives such creed the lie. 
That pow'r which moulds the features of the face, 
And unto all expression gives, and grace, 
Kindles the eyes, whose glances true impart 
Ere the tongue tell all feelings of the heart, 
Causes each limb to move with strength and ease, 
The voice to thunder, or with song to please. 
Teaches the hand the likeness true to draw. 
Makes the strings speak in tones of love or awe, 
To guide a rudder, or to hurl a dart, 
(The head is science, but the hand is art,) 
How helpless man would be without its aid^ 
His will's behests by it are strict obeyed, 
By it is done the work of every trade. 



} 
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He would a master be without a slave, 

His wishes all would be beyond his reach, 
He must in vain to satisfy them crave ; 

Much aa by mental gifts, and suasive speech, 
He by the magic powers of the hand 
Is raised above all creatures of the land. 
Of air, and sea. No skilful wright can make. 
Though he a thousand years to study take, 
A tool so simple, delicate, and strong. 
Or which as it will wear unharmed so long; 
As quick as lightning, still due bounds observing, 

From key to key, lo I music's fingers leaping ! 
Behold the ready writer's pen unswerving 

Form signs unlike, how near a likeness keeping ! 
So aptly made, so wisely planned a tool. 

Of uses puzzling Algebra to tell, 
Oiveth the lie to each unthinking fool, 

And to every scornful child of hell, 
(Wilful are both, either 'tis vain to school) 

Who doubts a Maker, and pretends that all 
From chaos rose, by chance, which 'neath his notice fall 
In every tree, in every flower, 
Dwelleth God's vivifying power, 
From moss minutest, to the hugest oak. 
Its leaves a forest, and its trunk a tower, 

From weed unnoticed to the sought for rose. 
Who how the seed to life at first awoke, 

Or by what means its strength is nourished knows ? 
Why some conceal as fades away the light. 
Why others show their beauty but to night ? 
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This death almost as soon as born destroys, 
While that the bloom and strength of youth eigoyB, 
Long after man hath cnunbled into dust ; 
Why these the palate please, and those disgust ? 
Why some yield juices strong, or those which heal 7 

Why some the air with pleasing odors fiU? 
Why in their bodies poison some conceal ? 

Why adown others tears of gum distil? 
Why at appointed times on many swell 
Fruits divers-shaped and flayored who can tell ? 
Or full of tasteless, or of bitter oil? 
Yet all are rooted in the self-same soil ; 
Or how they are so variously dyed, 
So multiform, though growing side by side, 
Or how their fragance is diyersified ? 
Viewing the little seed, who could foresee 
That would arise from it a giant tree. 
Which would for ages OYershade the land. 
The hard assaults of Heaven, and Time withstand, 
Like a rock 'gainst which the waves are tost. 
That far and wide its branches would outspread 

Shelter affording to a mounted host, 
When furnace-like the sun burns overhead. 
Or when the shower suddenly is shed ; 
Or that the cunning workman's right-hand-crafi 

Would machines wondrous from its body form, 
The merchant unto distant climes to waft 

A house of safety 'mid the raging storm, 
A bulwark strong against attacking war, 
A hero's target, or triumphal car. 
Whence comes, what is the principle of life, 
long been cause of philosophic strife. 






I 
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Though man have tried, since that the world began, 

To find out mystic Nature's hidden things, 
Till now that it a long>long course hath ran, 

Although he hath conceived imaginings. 
Wild, beautifiil, and odd, to represent, 

That which hath shifted always from his yieW| 

(Which is chimaera ? Which the idea true. 
Or is with all a deal of falsehood blent?) 
The soul, the spirit, or the vital spark, 
Or whatever called, will be a mystery dark, 
Which none may scan, which none may comprehend. 
Until the world shall reach its destined end. 
Unless some favored agent be ordained 

By heaven, with its wisdom deep inspired. 
Whose fountain never can by man be drained, 

<< Which more than rubies is to be desired.'' 
We, the world's younger children, from the store 

Of doctrine by our ancestors bequeathed, 
( By them purloined from elder sages' lore. 

Her laurels round whose temples fame enwreathed. 
Of which they 've oft by traitors been deprived,) 
Our knowlege, too much boasted of, derived. 
Much hath been written, and much more been told. 
Volumes will by the future be unrolled. 

How many systems have been built, o'erthrown, 
How oft hath risen bright a theorist bold 

And mankind dazzling for a brief while shone, 
Still each was hailed that harbinger of day 

Which shall dispel the ignorance which benights. 

Still each proved false as those bewild'ring lights , 
Which clear before the midnight wand'rer play. 



f^ THE WOHDSBS OF BEUG. 

Art thaw9 ftmiffe beiiup m miimtely mmkTL 
A« to he hkUBL fron the sigfat of aU, 
To which a. drap at' water is aa netan. 
With perffeet put» aidaw«d. with, fife, and 
Whkh an dne fdnctioiia readfly diachargVy 
Ai if tiiey wcfe aa plephairtit aa large. 
With the nimhlenfBW of th' daatic tern.* 

Wen man. endowed accordmg to his tiat. 
He at a leap might croaa the widest sea. 

High above the kltieat amnirtain rise. 
If fnm the Andes' top he made a apring 

He in the midst of Enfope might descead. 
And qoick as phanf sy o'er the globe mi^t fing 

His bulk from one nnto the other end. 

• A German profCMor, (Yon Fldhcn-frbisacn) edebnted for hia 
Mftlbemafical ac^aSreinciici, tpnit tbc jcmrs of aloi^ lift ia aknladng 
Um elastic powers of the mcuclca of the flea'* foot, the height, the dia- 
taace to which it wai able to tpring at a tingle lca|», the nnmber of 
iMpe which it eoald make in sacccasioB withoat repairing rest, the 
rtlation which its mascalair powers bore to those of man, how far a man 
eoald Jamp if his mascles possessed as mnch strength and elastieity, in 
pfTOportion to their sice and the sixe of his body, which those of the 
flea possess, in proportion to their magnitade and to its corporeal niag- 
oltode. The stature of a flea is scarcely eqoal to a line, the height of 
its leap is two handred times the altitode of its own body. If the 
height of a man be sapposed to be six fert (his mascles being ia the 
same proportion to his height as those of the flea to its height) he 
woald be enabled to Jomp to the height of ISM feet or 400 yards* 
Phantsy, the professor continues, a procession of men, soccessively 
aad rapidly placing their hands upon the sommits of a chain of lofty 
■onotalDs, and clearing them all in a regular series of bounds ; as 
aMUmiklot laay be dally seen oTerleaping each other, or the iron posts 
wUeh an tractod in the streets of a city. Not to prolong this note to 
a lodloas length, the curious reader will receive much amusement and 
iBftormatlon by referring to the learned doctor's most elaborate 
tnidlta work, (which, unfortunately for the world of science and 
Bf » he oaTer lived to complete), published at WIttenbnrg. of 
t«h owit notod town he was a native, p. 1120. et. seq. 
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Oh, mind ! which far above the brutes man lifts. 
To him alone appropriate of God's gifts. 
To thee how little, yet how much is known ! 
Nature's kingdoms thee as sovereign own. 
How dangerous, how extensive is thy sway ! 

As 'tis exerted either ill, or well, 

An angel man becomes, or fiend of hell 1 
All sublunary creatures thee obey. 
Yet thou would 'st travel all the' heavens o'er. 
Thou hast the will beyond the sun to soar. 
Thy mem'ry views the actions of the past, 

Thro' the thick gloom thou long'st to pierce besides. 

Which, like a curtain, still the future hides. 
Thou would'st beyond thy very mem'ry last. 
Thou to tiie utmost dost incessant strive 
For ever by thy deeds to be alive ; 
The meanest and the worst still feel a dread 
To be forgotten after they be dead. 
Thou rulest over earth, air, water, fire. 
Then be content, nor at more power aspire ; 
That bounds, for some wise cause be sure, are set. 

Which all thine efforts to transgress defeat. 
As with resistance they till now have met, 

So with resistance they '11 for ever meet. 
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<' Bear me," she faintly sud, ^' to yonder bank," 
Her hollow cheeks with woe were soiled and wet, 

'' There the sweet poison of his love I drank, 
" There last we parted, and there first we met'' 
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Weakly the walked e'en with supporter's aid. 

Her goodly shape had wasted to a shade, 

Upon her flesh nnsated lore had fed, 

Hang like a broken flower adown her head. 

<< Oh ! once again me thereupon let lie, -^ 

** And I with ease, and hiq>pily shall die. > 

<< Oft by his side hare I, in time gone by, ^ 

** Watched brightly shining in the lake below 

« The foil moon, and her nererHresting beams, 
^Tlie if«»^iw>g son, like blazing fomace, show ; 
^ How oft I here haTe sat with him in dreams ; 
^Some trinkets few of yore by me were giTen, 

^ Me to^ remind was needed ndt a token, 
« He from my memory can ne'er be driven ; 

^ Though by his treachery my heart be broken, 
^ TeU him that all is willingly forgiren; 

^That whole hath been till death my pHglited troth, 
** Thoa^ many saed, all suits were strict denied, 

** Lore's promise on^t to be a binding oath, 
^Though ftdse he be, I am no other's bride. 

^ I>ear sister teO him, — fail not him to teU, 

^ Else I shall haont thee like a spirit fell,— . 
^ TeU him widial it was my last behest^— 

^That all my gifts I bade him to retora, 
^Them to withhold perchance woold break my rest. 

** My troubled spirit make with anger bum, 
*IW he, I know would give them to another." 
eoald, no kBger while, her feelings smother, 
swooaed, nor oped her eyes again, nor spoke, 

thought in twain her heart-strings broke. 
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When passions are. strong, and reason is blind. 
And parents seem harsh, and lovers seem kind, 
Unto love's arms damsels yield full of hope, 
In newspaper phrase, id est, '* they elope." 
The moon at the full, the rope-ladder planted, 

The loyer most anxiously waiting below, 
The signal being given, oh I moment enchanted ! 

The soond makes her blood more quickly to flow ! 
Uer window is open, the first step is taken. 

May that step ne'er make her heart than now sadder. 
Oh ! may not the noise her father awaken I 

The weight of her frail form now shakes the rope-ladder. 
Her lover prepared ere she reach its last round 
Prevents her from falling upon the damp ground ; 
To a post-chaise hard by she trembling is hurried 
Muffled, in silence, with spirits how flurried ; 
The dapper postillions lash on their cattle, 
The dnst-^idden wheels like thunder loud rattle. 
And as fast as through sether Phaeton sped. 
Or cow'd Buonaparte when from Moscow he fled. 
Onward they haste, the moon full on them beaming. 
While papa hugs his pillow, snoring and dreaming. 
His cofiee ice-cold, his eggs boiled too hard, 
'* What can so long her appearance retard ? " 
Oft mutters her father, of waiting quite tired. 
The usual time of grace long having expired, 
Impatient at last, he handles the bell. 
Of Brooks entering, asks, << Is Fanny unwell ?' 



»*> 
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'< Send to her chamber directly her maid ; ** 
But few seconds' lapse Time's fingers betrayed, 
Ere in burst the Abigail white as a tomb. 
An ill-burthen'd messenger, '< Oh I I 'm afiraid, — 
'' On her toilet this billet, — and «npty her room," 
No more could she say, so speechless she sunk. 
'< Is the woman a corpse, or is she dead drunk ? ** 
He tore open the note in haste to peruse, 

<' She 's gone with that rascal of pennyless purse, 
'' Oft daughters repent that their sires they abuse, 

'' Their brats yet unborn shall inherit my curse, 
'^ He Booe ot^m^'noatSY shall ever expend,*' 
'*To save tiienriirom starving no aid vnll I lend, 
" How often I warned her to turn a deaf ear ! 

'' How oft I desired her never to meet ! 
'^ I tried to deter her by poverty's fear, 

'' From the time that I ordered him not to repeat 
'< His unwished-for visits, and fear of displeasure ; 
<' Rut this proves that useless was every measure ; 
" Neither shall darken my threshold again — 

'' But hold, they perhaps yet may be overtaken, 
'' And I of my lost may possession regain." 

How little it takes slumb'ring hope to awaken ! 
The thought seemed to gladden him, he had loved once, 

In th*^ ardor of youth, but its object was gone. 
His feelings again unto hers made response, 

Ag^ain upon him her smile brightly shone. 
'' Instantly Brooks to get ready the carriage 
'' Order, if possible, I'll hinder the marriage. 
'* Scarf saddle a horse and ride on before 
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<< Relays to procure, take the road to the north, 
" For a carriage and four.'' He was restless, and swore, 

And '* My daughter ! my daughter ! ** as from Shylock's, 
burst forth 
From his lips, till all was for starting prepared. 
Like eagles they after the fugitiYes fared. 
'< The Morning Post'' duly informs the beau monde, 

** That last night went off the lovely Miss C— , 

''The millionaire's heiress, with Captain O'D-— — . 
** We expect that the pair was pursuit tar beyond, 

** Before that old Croesus followed fhear ' route,' 

'' Which to famed Gretna-green was directed, acau dmtU. 
From the circle of Fashion for nine days, perhaps less. 

The occurrence Ennui pale saturnine sprite, 
Which the nerves of the idle is apt to oppress. 

As a nightmare the sleeper, compels to take flight ; ' 
It gives to the Gossips of scandal a theme. 

Whose jaws on some subject incessant must .wag, . 
Whose heads e'er with thousands of forgeries teem. 

Who never in search of intelligence flag. 
Always somewhat they add to all tales which they hear. 
Until to the first teller they novel appear. 
And the truth oftentimes they envelope in lies, 
So as not to be known, like a thief in disguise. 
Who reports at all hours are busily spreading 
Of crim. con. connived at, or clandestine wedding, 
Whose source, like contagion, is mostly unknown, 
Whose authority quoted never is shown. 
Fashion's weird-sisters, wrinkled Dowagers wise, 
Who, like Juno's fav'rite, are covered with eyes, 
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Gallant Jupiter them could never have cheated 

By most clever enacted metamorphoses. 
For all false disguises although counterfeited 

Never so dexterously, their prying discloses, 
Manoeuvres best planned are by them defeated, 

Billets-douxs they discover in bouquets of roses. 
With all tricks of love they are closely acquainted, 
They know why Miss Emily suddenly fainted. 
And for health's and heart's benefit why a young belle 

Rises early to Kensington Gardens to hie, 
They the meaning mysterious of ogles can tell, 

Of a hand's furtive pressure, of a blush, or a sigh ; 
Indeed in amours, they, as Ovid, are leam*d, 

In all amorous adventures, and nocturnal plots, 
With whom every Adonis hath been concerned, 

Or Mars of time present, or past, and the spots 
Where they acted, and how was enkindled the flame, 
And who was the Vulcan the deed to proclaim ; ** 

They from sentences broken, from hints most obscure. 
Can evidence draw most conclusive and sure. 
And in the lower house, the servants' trim hall. 

The merits of the case are fully discussed. 
With sagacity shrewd, without favor, or gall. 

With eloquence fluent, with discernment most Just, 
Than the Peers of the realm the Commons possess, 

(At least so says Fame, whom who likes may believe, 
Fools only lay upon her rumors a stress. 

For experience proves that she's prone to deceive,) 
All faculties mental, in fuller perfection. 
Phrenology by means of superficial inspection, 
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More bumps on the skulls of the latter detects, 

Of reason indicative, and strong intellects, 
Within them more brain, too, is found on dissection ; 
Exist many doubts, and some giant must quell 'em, 

Whether those whose enormous crania are full 
To the brim of cerebrum, and cerebellum, 

Haye wits most acute, or most obtuse and dull ; 
But daily experience shows very plain. 

That animals which* with heads largest are crowned, 
And supplied with an extra-plenty of brain, 

Are not for their wisdom or sharpness renowned. 
By newsmongers' ravenous craving's required 

Of food a vast quantity, in great variety. 
Themselves, like a boa, they gorge until tired. 

And a rare dish must rouse their languid satiety. 
Impelled by the spur, and the whip's frequent stroke, 
As if set on fire the post-horses smoke ; 
Prolonged more than needful seems every delay, 
Whene'er t' exchange weary for fresh steeds they stay ; 
Grinning ostlers, postboys, and innkeepers stand. 
Cracking jokes, and vievdng the money-filled hand. 
Now the last stage is reached, while ascending a hill. 

And doubling an angle, a carriage behold ! 
In the valley below them, an omen of ill, 

Amid thick clouds of dust, is speedily rolled ! 
The sudden sight makes both of their wishes despair, 

" We 're pursued," is the simultaneous cry, 

"We're pursued," quick surrounding echos reply, 
'^Oh, I see papa's head ! " screams the fugitive fair. 

Her companion vociferates, "For God's sake, drive 

She no longer able her feelings to o*ermaster, [faster." 
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Helpless swoons by the side of him, for whose sake, 

From her ancestral roof she rashly hath fled, 
Under which so<m she may wish refuge to take, 

And during long years tears useless may shed. 

When proved that Hope's promises all are fair lies, 

When the bandage of Love hath dropped from her eyes, 
Defects will be seen, mayhap treason designed, 

Witik numerous multitude of gross incongruities, 
TV) which she can ne'er accommodate her mind, 

When the end is obtained of his close assiduities. 
His arm round her waist, her head on his shoulder. 

She with every pressure vnlling complies. 
He, as a husband, desires to enfold her, 

She a wife's longing betrays witii her eyes. 
The contrast how great 'twixt a husband and lover, 
Ere the honeymoon wane, she begins to discover. 

Into harshness is changed flattery's soft tone. 
To all women complaisant is he save to her. 

To swerve from fidelity are husbands how prone, 
Yet how quick to condemn their wives when they err I 

She thinks of her sire who indulged every whim. 
When roughly denied tiie most trifling request. 

She in loneliness weeps till her eyesight grow dim, 
No longer tranquillity dwells in her breast. 
And peace of her bosom no more is a guest. 
At home to ill-humor he gives constant vent. 

And upon her looks grim as an Indian idol. 
Abroad upon harlots her fortune is spent, 

Extravagance he never endeavors to bridle. 
And happy she thinks are all they who live single, 
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Though ne'er could she brook an old maid to be called, 
For though nuptial pleasures with maiden's ne'er mingle, 

They by wedlock's vexations never are galled. 
If that ardor which fired the bridegroom's first kiss, 

Were never extingi^ished during his life, 
Oh! how uButtorable would be the bliss. 

That of heaven transcending, of being a wife ! 
But long ere that the flowers of youth be half faded. 

With disgust they are turned from, with indifference 

seen, [upbraided, 

By those who their sweets stole, or with change are 

When no longer illumined by phantsy's false sheen. 
Gretna's high priest of Hymen is always at hand, 

With chains matrimonial lovers to bind, 
By him 'gainst her will no maid is trepanned, 

To marry that man most abhorred by her mind, 
To young virgin distrest by parents severe, 

And to gold who a sacrifice dreads to be made, 
To unite unto him whom she knows is sincere, 

Gretna's kind-hearted Flamen lends ever his aid ; 
Ah, me I if beside he the power possest, 

To knock off those gyves when to gall they begin, 
And so heavy to hang as to break the heart's rest. 

And the wearer f annoy at all hours with their din. 
To his temple how many, how swiftly would haste ! 

That couple which felt the most wretched apart. 
And when single could nothing but bitterness taste. 

Before the rest of the world would probably start! 
Oh, woman ! poor woman, thy lot is most hard ! 

Negligence thou 'rt forced and rough treatment to bear. 
Thine affections are cross'd, thy hopes are all marr'd, 
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Thy sensitiyeness causes too often despair, 
Thee many harsh lessons experience teaches, 

By the code of thy country Ihou art weakly protected, 
For to man, who his power oft overreaches, 

By laws civil, and natural, thou art subjected ; 
Light and sudden abandoned by him you adored. 

Alone with the world's troubled sea thou'st to strive, 
(Ah, him as a serpent thou shouldst have abhorred,) 

Till, like Niob^, woe thee of feeling deprive ; 
No one sympathises with thy desolate state, - 

Thy person, thy mind, and thy face, are abused. 
Intrigue-forging fops of thee publicly prate. 

And oft by thy wronger of wrong thou'rt accused. 
Who a hand to save thee from ruin will lend ? 

Pain, penury, and the lies of the slanderous tongue, 
(From whose arrows envenomed who will defend?) 

Make thee most wretched, make thy days seem too long. 
Man, thou would 'st tremble, if not hardened by vice. 

Unabashed, injured Woman to look in the face ; 
Think'st thou, when the harlot thou offer'st her price, 

Of the maiden adorned with innocence grace. 
Whom thou, in thy youth, persuaded to leave 

The home of her childhood, to serve thy fierce lust, 
Truth feigning, and love with more ease to deceive. 

Knowing that thine intent would her pureness disgust ; 
Her once thine oaths shocked, but she now can blaspheme. 

As glibly as thou, is in guilt plunged as deep ; 
Haunts not thy down-bed Horror's frightfullest dream, 

When she in a cell vainly longeth for sleep ; 
While bibbing of am'rous achievements you boast 

Amongst comi*ade8 lewd who your stratagem praise, ' 
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Your ribald songs echo, and smuttiest toast, 

She needeth a cup to her parched lips to raise ; 
She into temptation was first by thee led. 
Will not her sins' punishment fall on thy head ? 
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Beneath a body lies, a mass of matter dead, 

Wi&out the strength to drive one worm away ; 
Whither hath its quickening spirit fled 

Which it's ev'ry member used to obey ? 
Would'st thou for ever in this world remain 
Worried by savage passion's wrongs and pain ? 
They seize upon their victim from the womb, < 

They quit it not till dragged unto the tomb. 
O'er him who hath suffered his last pang rejoice, 
For those left suffering raise the wofiil voice. 
Why should'st thou weep when death hath set one free 
From all those evils which still trouble thee? 
Horror, if we to earth were fixed for ever. 

Beyond the pow'r of any to release ! 
Welcome Death, who com'st our bonds to sever. 

To make our torments poison-fanged to cease ; 
Horror, that most lov'd beings we must leave. 

With all those objects ^hich our senses charmed ! 
Who cares, though sophists preach that they deceive, 

And that with them temptation still is armed ? 
Unless hereafter them we shall enjoy 

With sense more pure, and ne'er to be deprived, 

H 
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WiOovl one grief taivjmak to aB^, 

Not M €■ cntib, wkoe plHMDe i» dMrt4iKnL 
He t»e wffl eMw iriba a& wilk Ubv tired 

Shan lie advwi^ aad udblnlwd iUi ml, 
WhcB an ia wkick tiwbrcatk of life's ia^lred. 

No won dbaH be wilk famttcBS sore oppicst. 
ne tiaw win coae m hm . Homt's tawdrj toys. 

Awl Uindfold Foftnae's gifts of laad aad gold. 
To guB wiuch, Man an Ticioos awans eaploys, 

Shan ceaaa aa caipise o'er BHiydMd to ImiUL 
The tiw wifl cone when lovely Yoolk shaU fell 

The PasaloBSy easily iBiasMd, t» ife^ 
Tewplatioos an which Virtae sow assail. 

Unarmed, abashed, defeated shatt reliro. 
Agm the sa«l shaH reach her hoMe diriBe 

efed ID leave this inosive wosld of dearth. 
And purified, her splendor feith shan shise 

Dimmed not, obstracted not, by mists of Earth. 
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Oh ! I love aa anioroiis giri 

Who on her loror wfll recline. 
In spite of Wisdom, hearfless churl. 

And ronad his form her arms entwine ; 
And her hnmid lips to his warm lips press, 
And her pleasure by gestures soft confess ! 
For tongue will flatter, tongue will cheat, 
In the gestures of lo¥e is no deceit. 
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And as extended and languid she lies^ 

Her cheeks made pallid, and made close her eyes 

By passicm, to hear her murmnring own, 

In broken words, and low-breathed tone, 

As in a night-dream, her complete delight. 

Oh, raptoroos soond ! oh, ravishing sight ! 

Sweet to know that none with thee shares her lore, 
To see by thy presence her eyes illumed. 

To know that she'd not surrender to Jore, 
Unless thy dear shape by him were assumed ; 
And to know that thou only hast control 
O'er her devoted and worshipping soul, 
That thou 'rt the idol to which are addrest 

All her fervent wishes, and all her feelings. 
And unto which are faithfully confest. 

All her inmost mysterious revealings. 
Earth no bliss more joyful afibrds, 
Bliss defying the pow'r of words, 
Bliss which no er'mite may conceive, 
Bliss for whose loss through life we grieve, 
Than on her bosom soft to lie. 
To feel it beat, to hear it sigh, 

Who kindled first one's heart desire, 
Yielded herself to quench the flame. 
Which neither had the pow'r to tame, 

Till both were filled with am'rous fire, 
Which penetrates each mind, and frame. 
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As soon would I clasp a statue of ice. 
As the prude of chastity over-nice. 
Too proud to act like a creature of clay. 
Too haughty dame Nature's laws to obey. 
Still affecting indifferent to be 

To overture eager^ and hard prest suit, 
As if vile proposals of Lechery. 
Eve-like she secretly would swallow fruit. 

Loving to hide the deed from worldly gaze, 
Secret she 'd be entangled in the mazes 

Of wily Satan, and by specious phrase 
To pluck be inveigled with fulsome praises, 

Really desirous to have open eyes. 

And as her mother to become as. wise. 
Prude, thou art doomed in chamber lone to mope, 

And toss upon the couch of loneliness. 
Thy phantsy cheating with the shades of hope. 

Wishing in vain for that thou 'It not confess, 
A torment to thyself, and discontented 

With all mankind, to all mankind disgusting. 
Wishing too late thy coldness had relented, 

When none importunes, for that none is lusting. 
Jn a rich garden stocked with choicest fiowers, 
And mellow fruits, have passed away thine hours. 
Neither by color, scent, nor form allured. 

All have been left ungathered, and untasted ; 
And thou It be in Death's dismal cave immured. 

Thine errand unfiilfilled, thy moments wasted. 
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Thy sprite will wander beside sluggish Styx, 
Refusing with its ghostly crew to mix, 
As Melancholy, full of memories sad. 

Who seeks the twilight of the thickest grove, 
ITnmoTed by sorrow, ne'er by mirth made glad. 

Among gay crowds is soulless seen to move. 
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The maiden I abhor who longs for gold, 

Wedded to Av*rice, which all feeling quells. 
Her beauty, which ought never to be sold, 

Like merchandize, to the highest bidder sells. 
Everything contained in her embrace. 
Should be transmuted into metal base. 
Devoted loyalty she ne'er can know. 
To generous emotions Av'rice is foe, 
He is of lucre planning cunning schemes, 
Which all his thoughts absorb, infest his dreams, 
Regardless by what means his pelf he gains. 
Whether by other's woe, by other's pains. 
Still on a life of wretchedness he drags. 
Fearful that Rapine vnll purloin his bags, 
Or that Misfortune will his projects crush, 

Sudden he oft is Waked by murder's shade. 
Oft vainly strives his twitting soul to hush. 

When all his heinous actions are displayed. 
Oh ! Beauty, flee from his society. 
Quick as from one plague-smitten thou would'st hie. 
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Love aye eschews him, and his wealth contemns^ 
And his self-centered coretise condemns ; 
The wretch to none by kindred ties is honndy 
No fond compassion in his heart is found, 
He nnto Plotns whotty gives himself, 
All abandoning for tiie sake of pelf. 
Increasing heaps alone with joy inspire, 
And only gold ^xcites his false desire. 
Can with such sordid being woman match ? 
To him herself for life, for e'er attach ? 
No. If by her own feelings she be swayed. 
Yea. If by parents' interests betrayed. 
Woman on bri^test views will torn her back^ 

And with her lov'd one to a desert fly. 
Pleased life-long every luxury to lack. 

If he retain to her fidelity. 
With smiles illamine Penury's sad gloom, 

If he without a murmur, too, partake 
Of their severe and undeserving doom. 

Nought firom its basis firm her heart can shake. 

Advantage cannot tempt her to forsake. 
Those bound together by afiection's ties, 
And whose emotions always sympathise. 
Death alone possesses powV to divide, 

And, if in Heav'n truth just reward receive. 
They '11 be inseparably side by side. 

More blest than Man io Paradise with Eve, 

Ere by the serpent tutored to deceive. 
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Mkth OUGHT that I sat t)y the side 

Of my youth's first and most loved bridei 

And all my wishes gratified, 

That closely, tenderly she prest 
To her bosom a babe new bom, 
Fair as a rose just oped to morn, 

And warmly lavishly carest. 
Endearing words repeating oft. 
Prompted by mother-fondness soft. 
By turns on me, on it, she cast 

Looks such as eyes maternal light 
When mem'ry of enjoyment past, 

And hope of future make them bright. 
The happiness of both to blast 

Her sister, pale with jealous spite, 
Regarded us like demon ill. 
Whose glances fell, like lightning^ kill. 
Then suddenly the vision fled 

Which had irradiated sleep. 
Me mem'ry told that she was dead, 

Lost in eternity's vast deep. 
Then wretchedness forlorn was mine, 
As theirs on whom Hope's rays ne'er shine, 
Condemned to suffer pain eternal, 
Confined within the realms infernal. 
And life's scene began to appear, 
Uninhabited ^desert drear. 
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Lonely Despair reigned o'er my mind. 

That spell, by which all men are bound 
To earth, I longed for death f onbuid, 

Mine hour predestined to move round. 
I her lov'd society lost 

In heaven to enjoy desired, 
Our hopes no longer to be crost. 

With life and feelings pure inspired. 
Vain wishing will not expedite 

One moment earlier the time, 
When the soul liberated, flight 

Takes to the abodes of Bliss sublime. 
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Oh ! that spirits power possest, 

To leave awhile their mansions blest. 

Resuming their incarnate mould, 

With mortals intercourse to hold ! 

To leave those realms which Dis o'er-reigns, 

Whose darkness ne'er the sun pervades. 
By fear of unutterable pains, 

Keeping in awe his subject shades ! 
These their homes too happy are to quit, 

Or pow'rless to take human shape. 
Those to cheer who in lone chambers sit ; 

Those from stem thraldom to escape 
Unable, or they off would shake 

Their galling yoke, and seek earth's face. 
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Refuge amongst her sons to take. 

Until they could obtain Joye's grace. 
After ye have been parified 

From Matter's mortal part and dross. 
To which ye were on earth allied, 

Which make the incarnate spirit gross, 
Are ye by great Jehovah sent, 

Missions important to declare. 
To make his purpose evident, 

For events solemn to prepare, 

To those beneath his special care ? 
Revisiting the world in sleep 

With those of whom ye once were fond, 
Who over your long absence weep, 

Have ye the pow'r to correspond ? - 
If they for your appearance long, 

Are their means to force to appear. 
By magic rites, enchanting song, 

Which ye cannot refuse to hear. 
Love ye the gloom which hides night's rays? 

Hate ye mid-day's resplendent light ? 
Or come ye, like the elves and fays, 

Ulien the replenished moon is bright ? 
Wlien wanders your beloved alone 

In spots, at the same hour of eve 
To which oft -both in times bygone 

Resorted glad the crowd to leave. 
Of feeling full, when to your side 

You prest her close and burning cheek, 
And her besought no more to hide 

That love, of which she feared to speak, 



106 THE SPIRITUAL WORLD. 

A.nd wishes, musing on the past. 

That thou ^rt with her, and regrets 
That longer was not doomed to last 

That communion which begets 
Sorrow more freqomitly than Miss, 

Dost not thou, Spirit, hover nigh ? 
Dost not thou stoop her lips to kiss, 

And simultaneously sigh ? 
To visit this sublunar globe, 
No spirit in celestial robe 
Will vouchsafe, lest that undisguised 

By its dread presence be dismayed. 
Like haughty SemeU surprised 

When Zeus divinity displayed. 
Weak mortals, and tlie wondrous ^ght 
Put their scared senses all to lii{^t. 
Them make like melancholy mope. 
Dumb, statue-like, and out of hope. 
Or like obstrep'reus madness rage 
Whose parofxysms nought can assuage ; 
Like those o'er whom the noon prevails, 

Whose minds now reason dear enlightens. 
Whose senses now night's darkness veils. 

As the moon is ^scure, or brightens. 
Or their frames bodily might be wasted, 
Or like a tree by tightning blasted. 
They sadden might be stricken tlead, 

Their sins all uaabsolv'd, and imconfest, 
Ere that one atom thro' Time's glass have sped. 

Ere they cdn pray that Eailh light on Aem re»t. 



THE SPIRITUAL WORLD. 107 

By garrulous Tradition hath been told 

Tales of mad wretches, who their souis have sold 

By bonds, like Draco's laws, blood-written^ 

To Satan, wishes foul and vain, 
With love of things forbidden smitten, 

Like Faust of Wittenberg to gain. 
Think ye that by addressing pray'r, 

Or by confessing a lewd creed 
With curst lips, to the Prince of Air, 

He thee will succour from thy need 
Or let any of his ghostly legion 

Figure corporeal resume. 
Depart awhile from Ades' region 

Thy dark ignorance to illume. 
To disperse Futurity's dmse mist. 
Thine enterprises to assist. 
The archives ope wherein are k^ 

Time's bulky Tolumes manifold, 
(Their hisf ries who 've for ages slept,) 

The Past which ne'er hath been unroUed, 
In which that knowlege is coBtained 

Which to the world hath been lost long. 
From Wisdom's fountain pure obiaiaed. 

By man adulterate, •and made wrong, 
Of which mankind hath been in ^pMSt, 

Fruitless, o'er bouodtess tracts «f time. 
Fatigue defying, sooraivg rest. 

To life's last hour, from cMldbood's prime, 
Which still is sought, still is unfound, 

Though many its discov'ry boast, 
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And far and wide its glory soand, 

Existing on some unknown coast. 
Which of yore made mortals wise, 

Which will all Nature's secrets show. 
Clearer than others make thine eyes. 

And make thee more than others know ? 
Or think'st thou that they will explain 

The arcana of life and death, 
The Vital Principle to feign, 

To reinspire exhausted breath, 
That thou eternally may'st liye, 

And be omniscient as a god, 
Omnipotence o'er nature give. 

Make th' universe obey thy nod ? 
That they, you Hying, will permit 

Heaven's sacred adytum to pass, 
Or Earth's unfathomable pit. 

Or Pandemonium's valves of brass ? 
Imagination warm predicts 

Future abodes of bliss, and grief. 
And their inhabitants depicts 

Forms various in high relief, 

Apollyon like Afric chief, 
As black as night, with bat-like wings, 
(See Fuseli's imaginings,) 
From tip to tip enormous length. 
With massive limbs of giant strength. 
Or with the libertine's wild air, 
Audacity blended with despair. 
Blighted by passion's ardent fire, 
Marked on his front with hatred's ire, 
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Of graceful shape, and pale as woe, 
The Juan of the shades below, 
That holy state from which degraded 

Which never may again be held, 
Whose blissful memory hath not faded, 

That residence from which expeird, 
But which continual is seen. 
Though gulphs impassable intervene, 
In which he never more may dwell. 

Hath his clear visage overgloom'd. 

To disappointment ever doom'd. 
And conscience which he cannot quell ; 
Imprest on his high front remains. 

And will for ever, that bold look, 
Which caused his everlasting pains. 

Declaring that he would not brook 
Even Jehovah's clement sway. 

Or e'en superior divine, 
Wrathful for that he must obey. 

And own him King, and made to pine. 
The empyreal Seraphim, 

And all attending round God's throne. 
With dulcet hymns, adoring him. 

As young, and beautiful are shown. 
Symmetrical of form and limb. 

As Phoebus, and attired in white. 
Upon their sloping shoulders growing. 

Bird-like pinions, tinted bright, 
Like Eve's bow in a storm cloud glowing. 
But oh ! what pencil can depaint 

Heav'n's beauty, or of holy creatures ! 
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Not ^impse most dintiiat, or Bost funt, 

Halh shown on mortal of their fentores. 
As we of no Exislenoe know 

Sare that before our eyes displayed. 
We Spirits fine incorp'iate show. 

Like terrestrial souls anrayed. 
And monsters impotent and buney 
From divers animalii we frame. 
Coold angels wing'd through aetho' fly 
With eagle yolaUlity? 
Wings are bat emblems of the speed 

^ ith which they are supposed to more. 
By means inexplicable indeed. 

To earth below from stars above. 
The attributes which most impute 
Which none can prove, none can refute, 
Figures are used to manifest. 
Are allegorical exprest. 
Watch unseen spirits o'er their weal 

Once bound to them by mundane ties? 
Or hear those who for aid appeal? 

Or with their sorrows sympathize? 
Can they the Future's curtain lift? 

Record they actions of the Past ? 
Expatiate, than light more swift 

Over Air's tract, immensely vast. 
By distance hindered not, or space. 

The Moon, and stars careering round, 
Some mountain's top their 'lighting place, 

Their sight by no horizon bound, 
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Can they the universe comprehend 

In its vast magnitade revealed, 
At single glance, firom end to end. 

Which from ken human is concealed, 
All those innumerable globe^ 
Which pure silvery splendor robes, 
Apparent on the sky of night. 
In figures fanciful of light. 
In which raptganrs feign to see. 
Like th' astrological Chaldee, 
The destinies of all mankind, 

And faint similitiide to trace 
To images which haunt their mind. 

To animals of earthly race f 
Are they of pleasures, and of pains. 

Insusceptible, and cold, and heat? 
Flows bloodless ichor thro* their veins ? 

Quaff they nectar, ambrosia eat? 
Are they like an unclouded sky. 

Or sea unruffled and serene. 
Ne'er heaving Discontent's deep sigh. 

Woe never darkening their mien ? 
Behold they lovely Truth unmasked. 

Who hath false earth forsaken Iqng, 
Whose presence is unwept, unasked. 

Save by an unregarded throng. 
They by the world entitled wise 

With minds perverted, and made base, 
Falsehood prefer of Proteus* guise. 

Of guileful phrase, and painted face, 
Pure Truth, like Eve ere sin she knew, 
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In naked majesty appears, 
Unabashed tho' thousands view, 

Untroubled by Detection's fears, 
But Falsehood, aye of wavVing heart, 

Strives his deformity to hide, 
Distrustful of his skilful art, 

Suspecting spies on ev'ry side? 
Distinctions which 'tween men are made 

By those who their own meed overrate. 
Disease which Beauty makes to fade. 

Miseries retinue of Pride's state, 
Fierce Passions by the Furies sown. 

And gold which brothers prompts to hate, 
Oh! happy they, if these unknown ! 

Ye, o'erpresumptuous, and bold, 

Who close communion to hold 
With spiritual beings seek. 

Of your vent'rous temerity 
Beware, lest they dire vengeance wreak, 

And who by ceremonies try 
To oblige them, visible in the flesh, 

Within your magic circle stand. 
Like beasts entangled in the hunter's mesh. 

Under th' influence of your wand. 
If they domes mysterious leave, 

Before you bodily to appear. 
Beware lest they to harm deceive, 

Lest ye be scared by panic fear. 

And for the vision pay too dear. 
Content within due bounds to keep. 

With lawful knowlege satisfied. 
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Launch not upon an unknown deep 

Your mind without a chart to guide. 
Meddle not with unhallowed rite, 

Play not the Necromancer's part, 
Let not deceitful hopes invite 

To study black forbidden art. 
Who 'd by forebodings be o'ergloom*d 
Of sad catastrophes foredoomed? 
Twice filled the cap of Woe they drain 
Who anticipate future pain. 
And they who would beforehand know 

Th' approach of ev'ry happy hour, 
What favors Beauty will bestow. 

When to expect a Golden ShowV, 
Like the Birds which eager flew 

To peck and eat the mimic Grapes,* 
Soon prove the prophecy untrue 

Hath cheated them with painted shapes 
Like those whom appetite depraved 

To pluck fruit immature incites, 
Find that those things for which they craved 

Afford them not the hoped delights. 



* Zeaxit floarisbed about 400 years b. c. Pliny obsenret that thii ex- 
cellent artist contending with Parrhasius for the Prize of Painting, 
dep icted a Cluster of Grapes so vividly that birds flew down to peck 
4hem ; Parrhasius on the contrary, imitated a Curtain with so great art, 
that Zeuxis supposing that it covered his rival's picture, ordered one 
to withdraw it^ but presently discovering the deception, he ingenuously 
aclcnowleged himself conquered and yielded the prise to Parrhasius. 
At another time he represented a Boy laden with Grapes, which also 
attracted birds jiowards them ; this caused him to remark that " If the 
child had been as tiue to nature as the fruit, the birds would have been 
deterred from approaching." 
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Nought of the mysterious bond 

Which the W<»>ld Material joins 
To the Unseen we know beyond 

The fables strange which Phantsy coins. 
All who Ve the frontiers, which diride 

The worid wherefrom Abaddon fell, 
From that on which Man's doomed t^ abide, 

O'erpast, repass not tides to tell^ 

Mortal ignorance to dispel. 
All creatures after they Ve resolved 

Into First Essence, in myst'ry 
Impenetrable are involved. 

Baffling man's curiosity. 
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How closely is the human heart concealed ! 

They who have spent in company long lives 
Are never to each other full revealed, 

Neither at perfect knowlege e'er arrives. 
How few are like to a pellucid lake 

Plainly whose bottom pebble paved is seen, 
All more or less of mystery partake, 

Like the Ocean, or Firmament serene, 

Whose depth fathomless conquers Science keen ! 
How little even of ourselves we know, 

Now we exist, nor to exist we cease, 
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Various fluids through our bodies flow, 

Filling with health, or tainting with disease ; 
A multitude of shadows crowds our brain, 

Where Feeling is supposed to hold her seat, 
Pleasure is by a touch aroused, or pain. 

With cold we shudder, or we bum with heat. 
Who can trace his feelings to their cause ? 

We love this object, we that object hate, 
Our wills are governed by dark unknown laws, 

Inexplicable as our mundane state ! 
How many duties vital, unperceived, 

Discharges the frail body ev'ry day ! 
Unwished for life by all is still received. 

And e*er against their will is ta'en away ! 
Like the influence of the Magnet Pole, 

Impower'd to attract, and to repel. 
Overrules a subtle Pow'r the Human Soul, 

Though unperceived, yet irresistible, 
Which, as Guardian Genius defends 

From evil and consummates all desires, 
Averse from these, with those she closely blends, 

As love, or detestation it inspires ; 
As with another Essence one combines. 

In preference to all with it will mix, 
So t*wards one the attracted Soul inclines, 

Upon one only her affections fix. 
Now bright appear the actions of past years, 

Now of remembrance we have lost all trace. 
Now we are terrified by fancied fearSy 

Now boldly we the giant Danger face. 
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While we are flushed with joy the font of Woe 
Without apparent cause begins to flow. 
Phantsy, the magic lantern of the mind. 

In glowing colors figures represents, 
Whose counterparts existing none may find, 

Distorts, enlarges, without thought invents. 
False Hope discovers an illumined way 

Leading to castles girt with rich domain, 
Like clouds which rise, like clouds which pass away, 

Thro' life we follow, ne'er the end attain, 
But oft, instead, arrive at desert bare, 
The miserable dominion of Despair; 
Upon Hope's anchor firmly we confide, 
Unharm'd expecting thro' the storm to ride. 
The cable snaps, and on the troubled sea 

We by the hurrictme about are tost, 
Unable from its fury wild to flee, 

Our vessel with its wealthy freight is lost. 
Like the Kaleidoscope's inconstant shapes. 

Made to disappear by motion slight. 
None coming back which once from view escapes^ 

Successive novelty, successive flight 
So fade away Nocturnal Dreams and change. 
Which once disorder'd none can re-arrange. 
Which no impression on the mem'ry make. 
Which the Sleeper soon as aroused forsake. 
Now like those who of Magic Draught have drunken, 
In apathy insensible we 're sunken. 
Our mind is made an inexpressive blank. 
Our thoughts distracted wander without rank, 
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Obtuse that faculty once most acute. 

Like those of yore who ate the Lotos fruit,* 

No longer beam with sympathy the Eyes, 

No longer presence lov'd they recognize, 

The Ear is soundless as a broken dram. 

Dumb is the Voice, and all the members numb, 

In moment unexpectedly bereft 

Of all our pow'rs. What pleasure can be left? 

In oblivion's gloom nocturnal wrapped, 

Seem life's accidents as they ne'er had happed, 

The Present seems a waste unpeopled void, 

The Past like to the Sibyl's leaves destroyed, 

Or like the Future's blank unwritten page. 

Or like the lost Records of the World's early age. 
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Why viewest thou as statue cold 

Our glances, gestures, witching charms? 
Would'st thou have courage to enfold 

If we round thee entwined our arms ? 
As painted fruits rouse appetite, 

Incapable to satisfy, 
Our amorous desires excite 

Thy face and form of symmetry. 

■ 

* " Sar la cote de cette lie (the Island of Jerbi, knowD to be the 
Meninz of the ancients.) on tronve nne arbre appeI6e par lei anciens 
Lothas. qai porte nn fruit, de la grosseur d'une f^ve, et janne comme 
du saffran, qui a nn goAt si exqnis, qni les Grecs 'disaient que ceax 
qai en avaient one fois go<it6. oubli6rent leur patrie et lear famille 
fete."— Blaquiere. 
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Why moulded Nature with muqh care 
Thy shape weak Woman to ensnare ? 
Her breast with passion to inspire 
Thyself unmoved by warm desire? 
Were all like thee of feeling void, 

We on despondence' tott'ring brink, 
Not e'en by frailest hope upbuoyed. 

Into its gloomy gulph must sink. 
In pity wilt thou not relieve 

Our intolerable anguish ? 
Thy light heart never knew to grieve, — 

For want of object wished to languish. 
Or art thou diffident and coy, 

As unto Aphrodite's toying 
Of yore the frigid Hunter-boy,* 

Not lured by all her arts decoying? 
Or taught affection to disdain 

By haughtiness indifferent. 
Wilt thou not to dalliance deign ? 

Will not thy mind to love relent ? 
Like Zenot deeming that the wise 

Should by all passions be unmoved, 
Should ne'er let grief suffuse the eyes. 

Ne'er feel the joys of being loved. 

* Adonis. 

f The Stoics tanght that "all external things are indifferent, and 
cannot affect the happiness of men ; that pain, which does not belong 
to the mind, is no evil; and that a wise man will be happy in the 
midst of torture, because virtue itself is happiness.'* 
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Lovely reproachers, me ye wrong, 
IVe barkened to Love's syren song, 
I in Calypso's lap have lain, 
And felt of pleasure the sweet paio, 
I on the lonely couch have tost 

Wishing for loved one to embrace^ 
I have lamented loved one lost. 

For hours I've gazed on loved one's face, 
I have had all my wishes thwarted 

By jealous Hate, and slandrous Guile, 
By Wealth, proud sire, I have been parted 

From her who mutely wept the while. 
And her haught sister smiled in scorn. 

Nor spared her downcast mien to jeer^ 
Pleased if it restlessly were borne. 

Pleased to draw forth the grievous tear, 
I've felt of love the bliss, and woe. 

When consummated ev'ry pray'r 
Merciless Death by sadden blow 

Turned my happiness to despair. 
My heart is buried with the Dead, 

My feelings all are mortified, 
Like a flow'r which its seed hath shed, 

Like a fountain whose source is dried. 
Death cannot me of aught bereave 

With which I would bemoan to part. 
The world I would not weep to leave. 

For oh ! that stroke benumbed my heart ! 
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Death why not both at one blow slay ? 

Why leave one wretch behind forlorn ? 
Against his will obliged to stay, 

For loss irreparable to mourn ? 
Woman may rouse voluptuous sense. 

But she hath the power no more 
To enkindle that zeal intense 

Which makes Enthusiasts adore. 
Then marvel not I pass ye by, 

That my dull looks no wish express, 

I would not blight your happiness. 
Or make ye unrequited sigh. 
If I were passion fond to feign, 

Use arts seductive to betray, 
Influence o'er your bosom gain, 

To lead your innocence astray ; 
My falsehood would ye not upbraid 

From right you causing to have swerved ? 
If my demeanor had been staid 

Your virtue would have been preserved. 
Do not by laws austere condemn. 
Not Woman I or Love contemn, 
For all have foibles, all have err'd, — 
The gust of passion all hath stirr'd. 
Than others not more pure or free 

I cannot loveliness behold. 
As when upon my mother's knee, 

And playing with her garment's 'fold, 
As when within her food embrace, 
I kissed with piety her face. 
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As when me slumbering she prest 
Afiectionately to her breast. 
By cold exterior concealed 

The heart is burning with desire, 
As under heaps of snow congealed 

Lies smouldering Volcanic fire. 
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When first 1 beheld thee dear beautiful Rhine, 

Thy waters were gilt by the sun*s beams declining, 
And thy mountains round which the thick clustering Vine 

With its ripe purple bunches how juicy was twining! 
As thy windings I followed, how oft with delight 

On the scenery encircling I lingered to gaze, 
When clothed in the silvery splendor of Night, 

In Noon's dazzling beams, or Eve's dying blaze ! 
Lo ! yon misty mountain an old Castle crowns, 

Whose inhabitants now are the Owl and the Bat, 
A wandering beggar the Chieftain who owns. 

And roofless its hall in which multitudes sat, 
Hearing gay minstrels soft love ditties sing, 

Around whom banners showed, plumes, silver, and gold, 
Whose revelry loud made the Blazoned walls ring. 

Whose forefathers' prowess in battle Bards told, 
From the first of their race remembered by Fame, 
Who bade them do likewise, and never win shame. 
Like wild beasts at midnight no longer they prowl 

The rich-laden Monk, or Merchant to plunder, 
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Silence there dwells — save when the winds howl 

Thro' the hollows, or sounds the Stonn's booming thunder. 
Tales of Murder, of Ravishment, Rapine, and Love, 

Tells Tradition, in which its Lords play the chief part. 
Of the Hearers by tarns every feeling which move. 

At the phantoms of terror often make start. 
But Schoolmaster Rnowlege, with intricate speech. 
Now strives to the world better morals to teach. 
Now the tomes of Romance £Ud*s Barons adorn , 

Or naught children frighten in Nursery tales. 
They would p'rhaps wag at us their peak'd beards in scorn. 

Their last homes they Ve reached. Who their absence 
bewails? 
Awe-struck we view their obscured portraits and grim 

In stiff ruffs, velvet doublets, and hats steeple crowned. 
Or in War's steel panoply clad ev'ry limb 

On their ground-pawing destriers ready to bound. 

When the tempest arose 'mid the nK>onless Night's gloom. 

And against the cliffs' sides the angry waves dashed, 
I thought of the world at the dread day of Doom, 

While the loud thunder rolled, and the lightning flashed. 
One peal sounding quickly after another. 
As if every mountain-fiend called to his brother. 
The cloud-reaching mount with its forest of pines, 

The ivy-clad ruin fetst mouldering away, 
The old abbey gray with its large yard of vines. 

Whose blood the monks quaffed, and sang the lewd lay, 
The young nuns too they toasted over their bowls. 

And the fools who believed that they did as they preached 
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They laughed at, and boasted, (God pardon their souls !) 

That they had with sham holiness oft overreached. 
The city of trade with its populous quay, 
With its divers stocked marts, and ship-crowded bay, 
Where all things are gathered every wish to fulfil, 

Where none aught can obtain unless he possess. 
That Talisman which rules those genii of ill, 

Which preside over all, all whose power confess, 

From forgiveness of sins, down to beauty's caress. 
Hackneyed titles of honor. Fancy's garbs manifold, 

All are there bought and sold except happiness. 
Therein many l^irk who like Midas of old 
Whatever they handle turn into gold, 
The dainties of luxury, pomp's dazzling toys. 

Music's instruments enchanted, or bewitching songs, 
All of which half the world partakes not eiyoys, 

All for which half the world till heart-sickened longs. 
The cunning-wrought spire with its musical bells. 

Which sadden one's heart as they float on the breez e. 
Shunned by the Worldling while with pleasure he dwells. 

The hamlet half hidden by masses of trees. 

But sought for when heartsick he wishes for ease. 



THE RING. 

A RING, the emblem of eternity. 
To his young bride is by the lover given. 

As pledge that whole his faithfulness shall be. 
And that their union shall not be riven, 
But last as long as the covenant of Heaven. 
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Blest are they who keep the nuptial oath 

Unbroken, and the bridal bed unstained, 
Who always lustfulness as plague-struck loathe, 

'Whose appetite by reason still is reined ! 

But they accursed who dare with feelings feigned 
To kneel down at God's feet to utter lies^ 

Who while to one fidelity they swear 
Their mind another solely occupies, 

Compeird by fear concealment's cloak to wear, 
E'er longing by another to be prest, 

Whose phantom follows them to every place, 
The first beloved of all the world, and bsst. 

Who when embraced unwillingly embrace. 
Whose loss deprived life's pleasure of its zest. 
The torments wrought in the heart's chamber lone 
Would be unpitied by the world if known. 
After that one be wedded, if be met 
Perchance the object of prolonged regret. 

In vain whose presence hath for years been«cravedy 

To whom one's feelings are by love enslaved, 
The strongest ties are as a spider's weft. 
Home, kindred, children, all for that are left, 

The taunting world's contumely is braved, — 
That world, — which as the Pharisees of old 

Righteous themselves above all else to show 
Wore phylacteries, — raises loudest scold — 

Its virtue pure to let all hearers know. 
And magnifies the deed a hundred fold, — 

'Gainst those who stray from custom's beaten path^ 
Or fashion's common and prim garment doff, 

And from its company expel in wrath. 
To be the rabble's by-word, and a scoff. 
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TO WOMA.N.— i4 VAnacreon. 

In the sweet tones of Woman's voice, 

Tones which surpass Art's melody. 
Which the most sullen make rejoice. 

In the Love-flashes of Jier eye. 
Stolen from the pure fount of light, 
Dimming the diamond's sparkles bright, 
A magic power ever dwells. 
Mightier than all wizard's spells, — 
Or if it shed a softened ray. 

Soft as mirrored in a stream 

The star of Even's twinkling beam, 
Yet just as mighty is its sway. 
Lips made by Love and Beauty twin, 
Tempting sons of heaven to sin, 

In the witchery of her lips. 
Of rosy hue, of rosy scent. 
Of roses young, and dew besprent, 

The purest which the Bee's mouth sips, 
Right cunningly together blent. 
And steep'd in the cup of bliss. 
And taught by Love himself to*kiss, 
Oh ! in their kiss to man is given 
A foretaste of the joys of Heaven, 
The treasures all of all the earth, 
And more, one dewy kiss is worth. 

In the ivory gates within, 
Which ope to let persuasion forth, 

In the smoothness of her skin, 
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Like that the dowDy peach doth deck, 
In the locks 'bout her ears and brow, 
Which hang in ringlets, wavelike flow 
Adown her long and swanlike neck, 
In her bosom's passion-glow, 
Like sunset over mounts of snow. 
In its fairness; In her waist, 
In all the parts below it placed, 
In each, in all, to man is given 
A foretaste of the bliss of Heaven, 
Which with the Houris he shall taste,* 
The Damsels with bright jet-black eyes. 
The Daughters fair of Paradise, 
Virgins pure, though still enjoyed, 
Whose cup of joy is never void. 
In her plump and arch-like hips,t 
In her thighs which roundly swell. 
Within that cave which like a shell 
Between them opes with rosy lips. 
Under whose shade of love the rites. 

Which are concealed from prying eyes. 
Are done — Th' unspeakable delights 
Whereof his burning votaries 

• Vide the Koran. 

■}■ O modesty, I prithee hold 
Of drapery a graceful fold, 
Before that which all long to scan. 

Which all with shame to show pretend, 
For ev'ry bashful son of man 

An ample petticoat would lend, 
From the rude public gaze to hide 

Eve's or Venus' natural pride. 
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Alone may know — ^Their blissful feelings 

Are far beyond the pow'r of speech — 
More ravishing their souls revealings 

limn those of which rapt zealots preach. 
4l^hoever goes beneath the grove, 
In which are done the rites of love, 
Should ne'er the mysteries unfold 
To other, which his eyes behold. 



THE CHARIOT OF NIGHT. 

Thb divers hues of sunset lately glowing, 

Like dying Dolphin, or a Rainbow fading, 
Are fainter and more faint each moment growing. 

Until Night's shadow all things overshading 
Earth's glory in one common gloom be lost. 
Fleetly from end to end the sky o'ercrost 
A spirit, who with burning hand enlightened 
Star after star, whose splendor ever brightened 
As grew the darkness. Lo ! the hill behind 
Led by the moon, which full before it shined. 
Inlaid with silver, and with silver lined. 
Drawn by two horses clouded black and white, — 
Gleamed on the brow of each a diamond bright; — 
(By mortal seen, unseen the steeds afar) 
Up slowly, statelike, wends Night's ebon car! 
Guided the reins a coal-black charioteer, 
Whose glossy teeth and eyes alone were white, 
Full in the centre stood the queen of Night, 
Circled her head a crown of diamonds clear, 
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Like the declining Moon her cheeks showed pale 
Thro' the thin cloud of her transparent veil, 
Down from her shoulders flowed a gloomy robe 

Wrapping her form. The dews of sleep and floWers 
Successive on all quarters of the Globe « 

She rained from either hand in welcome showers. 
Of sundry shades arise on every side 

Her divers children. Up the milky way — 
So smooth its motion that it seemed to glide, — 

The chariot goes, while beams about it play. 
Its onward course no obstacle impedes, 

For aye, perform their round the silent wheels. 
No rest e'er need the never-wearied steeds, 

Never the driver secret slumber steals. 
All invisible to sublunar sight, — 
Except the stars which mark its outline bright. 



PARAPHRASE—THE BEES.* 

The summer new, how through the flowery meads 

The Bee her labor in the sunshine plies. 
The growing brood the nation's hope forth leads, 

To try their wings one troop ; — Another hies 
To suck the flowers sweet, and houey kneads. 

While some at home t' unlade the comer's thighs 
Wait, or by force together banded drive 
The drones, — a lazy herd, — forth from the hive. 
The morning fine, the Bees forth jocund hie 

Upon the wonted labor of the day, 

* Vide Virg Mn. \, 430, vi, 705. Geo. iv, 156. 
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At eve o'erwearied, home they slowly fly 

Borthened with spoil collected by the way, 

From every flower, — from lilies cloth'd gay, — 
From lowers whose meaner raiment 'scapes the eye, 

Which they lay up, 'gainst winter taking heed, 

When the bare fields will not supply their need. 
The Bees with busy bustle are alive. 

At first to lay the ground-work of their home 
The laborers assiduously strive. 

For whom, and for themselves, the meadows roam, 
Others in search of food ! Of wax belive 

Rooms six-sided, passages, and dome. 
Are reared, the walls with varnish smooth and e'en, 
No chink, or roughness anywhere is seen. 

A cunning Artist he who drew the plan, 
And taught the workmen how its parts to frame, 

Surpassing all the boasted works of Man, 
Which Architects, the loudest praised of fame. 

Ever erected, since the World began : 
Thou, little Insect, putteth all to shame ! 

Which of them all, with help of rule and line. 

Could build a palace similar to thine? 



END OF PART FIRST. 
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PART SECOND. 



THE LONGING ONE. 



Why, 'mid the gay and crowded room, 

Towards the door oft eager gazes 
The Lady of the Feast, with brow of gloom, 
Wan as an inmate of the tomb ? 

Beaming with hope her eyes she raises, 
When the gilded valves in twain 

Part to admit the new come guest, 
In sadness, ere they meet again. 

Upon the marble floor they rest. 
All who were bidden to the FSte 

Are now assembled, even they 
Who plume themselves on comiog late. 

And all to her devotion pay. 
But no emotioD she betrays 
At the flatterers' flippant praise — 
Like a marble idol fair 

Which shareth not the burning zeal — 
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Which heedeth not the pour'd forth prayer 

Of those who down before it kneel — 
Though she the queen of beauty reign 

Absolute o*er the hearts of many, 
(Through pride 'tis deemed) she will not deign 

To smile, or converse hold with any, 
Or scarcely pleasure's air to feign, 

E'en with those, the favorite few. 
The scintillations of her wit, 
Which dazzling leaped at season fit 

From her lips, and charm-like drew 
Around her an enchanted band, 

Now cold and pointless fall as dew. 
How slowly seems to flow Time's sand. 

When one comes not for whom one longs. 
How tuneless sound upon the ear 

The music-spirits sweetest songs. 
When for the loved one's accents dear 

One lists in vain. The gilt saloon, 
By lamps innumerable made light. 
By countless mirrors made more bright. 

The splendor mimicing of noon. 
With its bevy of Women fair 

Of love-like shapes, and richly gay. 
And youthful Men of noble air. 

More comely made by bright array — 
If those among them be not found. 
To whom by ties of love we 're bound — 
Care's cavern, which Joy's sun ne'er cheers. 
Not more gloomy and sad appears. 
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The Mind which hath no wound received. 

The toys of Levity will please, 
But when by secret sorrow grieved , 

Pleasure hath not a balm to ease. 
Surrounding scenes more fair appear 
In a still lake, as crystal clear, 
When the lake's ruffled by a breeze 
Fade the inverted hills and trees ; 
So the Mind, when distorb'd by woe. 

Of fairest objects takes no note, 
When Sorrow's tears begin to flow, 

All seem to undulate and float; 
The mind, by joy and gladness brightened, 

Whatever comes within its sphere. 
Than if by sunshine fair enlightened, 

Reflects more beautifiil and clear. 
The heart, if be its chosen left. 
Not lone of all the rest bereft, 
For that one lost if vain it sigh 
Its loss the world cannot supply ; 
Will the next Spring those flow'rs revive, 

Which Winter's icy touch destroyed ? 
Will e'er the happy time arrive 

To make that heart of hope devoid 
Fresh blossoms bear of rosy hue ? 
Alas ! the wither'd only Youth's paths strew ! 
If she, whose hopes are based on one, 

E'er fond wretch, be by him forsaken. 
Her phant'sy's fabric is undone, 

Unto its base her heart is shaken ; 
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Love's smiles can cheer the saddest lot. 
The Sun illume Earth's darkest spot^ 
But Paradise, as Zaara drear 
And dark, would to Despair appear. 
That lady's eyes bedimmed betray 
The feelings which her bosom sway, 
(The eyes all passions best express 

Which move or Man's or Woman's breast—* 
Their glances when loved ones caress 

Soft as by heav'nly pleasure blest — 
Wlien comes to part the dreaded hour, 
(A gloom then hovers o'er love's> bow'r) 

Their looks are by the clouds of sadness 
Darkened, like stars suffused with mist — 

Twinkling, sparkling, before with gladness— 
Who can the power of th' eyes resist? 

The adamant — protected heart 
They pierce — to peril fascinate — 

How fierce and wild when forth they dart 
The barb'd envenom'd shafts of Hate — 

How dim they bum when hope is lost — 
How wavers at the stroke of Fate 

Their light, like a torch which about is tost)# 
Her eyes (deep heav'nly blue) that bright 
Sparkled like the stars of Night — 

On all around now darkly gaze. 

Like stars bedimm'd by morning's rays ; 
Nothing imparts to her delight, 
And as the dismal cloud of showers 
Darkens a sunlit bed of flowers, 
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O'er all her dulness throws a shade — 
The smiles of all before it fade. 

For oh, her soul is — where ? — oh ! where 
Is he who all her fire absorbs ? 
As woald be all those splendid orbs, 
Which still illume the realm of night, 
Without the sun their font of light, 
Her soul is in his absence dim, 
For all its brightness comes from him. 



The chamber which received the throng 
Was half as broad as it was long, 
Of Parian stone pilasters tall 
Half buried in the storied wall, 
And columns (ev'ry capital 
Curling round like Beauty's hair 
On her glossy temples fair,) 
Upbore the concave ceiling high, 
Azure, and star-decked like the sky. 
From which wrought golden lamps depend, 
Shedding around a soften'd light, 
Like to the ruling star of night, 
When no dusk clouds before her wend. 
Whose mild beams pleastint never daze 
Those lovers who upon her gaze^ 
Who in her presence plight their troth,*" 
Who witnesses their easy oath, 
Who views them oft together blend. 
How kind of her a torch to lend ! 
Noiselessly at the lower end 
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Fold sculptured valves of polished wood. 

Which was from forests far away 
Wafted thro' the briny flood 

By winged Dragons trained to obey ; 
Bronze censers, held by statues, breathe 
Sweet scented clouds which upveard wreathe; 
On either hand two tables rise, 
Covered with silk of splendid dyes. 
By whose tints are famed Tyre's excelled, 
Celebrate by the bards of eld, 

And fringed with gold, o'er thickly spread 
With dainty viands— melting fruit — 
Various wines— all tastes to suit. 

These clear as young Health's blood and red. 
Or ruby ; those like liquid amber^- 

Or of pale hue as purest gold ; 
Filling with sweetest smells the chamber, 

Fair painted M yrrhine vases hold 
The choicest, freshly gathered, flowers ; 
Fall ever and anon sweet showers. 
Which blooming boys without a wrinkle 

(Such Beauty's slaves should ever be) 
From gold aspersoirs jewell'd sprinkle. 

Inlaid, and wrought elaborately ; 
Iv'ry and ebon couches low, 

Soft as the down which clothes the breast — 
Down fine as subtlest flakes of snow. 

Of th' Eider-duck — ^whereon may rest 
The pleasure-tired — about are placed. 

Or are beside the tables ranged, 
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Vessels symmetrically traeed, 

(Rude masses into beauty changed,) 
Of gold and silver— flori8hed-~cha8ed, 

By magic hands, with gems embost — 

Gems whose rar'ty enhance their cost— - 
Adorn the place. Apart slaves stand, 

Slaves shaped el'gant, in glitt'ring vests, 
All ready at the lips command, 
Or slightest beckoning of the hand, 

To serve the need of all the guests. 
As from a distance, suddenly 
Breaks forth the sound of minstrelsy, 

Still louder on the entranced ear. 
The minstrel foliage concealing, 
Nearer now — away then stealing, 

Now in lively notes the heart which cheer. 
Now rousing from dull sleep the feeling 
Of deepest woe the music speaks, 
In tones so melting, that the cheeks-— 
E'en the dimpled cheeks of Gladness- 
Are bathed with the tears of sadness. 
Although collected there a store 

Of dainties, which the nicest lips 
Might sate, pall'd Luxury for more 

Still sighing, fickle tastes and sips ; 
If all the fruits of all the earth. 

And wines were laid before his eyes, 
£*en as amid a gen'ral dearth, 

He'd utter discontented sighs, 
Song to his ears gives no delight, 
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Instruments of enchanted sound 

Make not his heart with joy to bound ^ 
No splendors ever daze his sight , 

But like one lost in reverie, 
Or like a disappointed lover, 

To all indifferent seems he. 
Like those unhappy Souls which hover 

Before Elysium's beaming gates, 
Whose guilty footsteps to pass over 

Are ne'er permitted by the Fates — 
With sullen looks, and listless mien. 

Away the tedious hours to squander, 
Up and down the festive scene 

All the guests in silence wander, 
TiU disappearing one by one. 
Is left that downcast fair alone. 
** O ! promise-broken why away ? 

'' Art spell-bound by some witching fair, 
" Unwilling forced her pow'r t* obey, 

'< Unawares captured in her snare ? 
'^ No. All women o'er thee possess, 

'' Without Art's aid, influence strong. 
" Thou'rt too prone Beauty to caress, 

" For ev'ry Heb^ seen to long ; 
''Thy heart is of so changeful hue, 

" Thy mind so swayed by novelty, 
'' That thou can'st not to one be true, 

" Not long keep whole fidelity." 
Her feelings had been long uppent 

By pride, and hidden from the crowd ; 
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She leaning 'gainst a pillar, vent 

To passion gave, and wept aloud, 
Then sighing from the lighted chamber past, 

And sought the garden to refresh her mind. 
Across her path a shadow long is cast, 

The bushes bend as if stirred by the wind ; 
As the full rising moon the gloom of night, 
Her angry thoughts his presence puts to flight, 

To sleep the anguish of her bosom charms. 
Murm'ring — she — ^in ecstasy of delight — 

** I love thee best alone," falls in his arms. 
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One muffled from a gloomy archway peeps. 

Who, when that he the course is clear perceives, 

His lurking-place with circumspection leaves. 
Hies on, and in the shadow careful keeps. 

Till arriving opposite to high stone-wall. 
Looking like silver bright in moonlight steeped, 

None seeming nigh, and hearing no foot fall. 
Girding his cloak around he climbed, o'erleaped ; 

Beneath the cloak appear a scabbard gleaming. 
And golden spurs which jingled as hef strode. 

Cloudless the moon in fullest glory beaming, 
Clear as by day a flower-full garden showed, 

Bathed in dew asleep the flowers seeming, 
Tho' fainter than by day their various hues. 
Fragrance more sweet they all around diffuse, 
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Neat walks of gravel smooth that woiund between^ 
On which the glow-worm's lamp of pallid green, 
A signal to its lover — frequently is seen. 
Following the windings of an alley, soon 

A closely shaven plat of grass he reached, 

And mshed across it to a bower pleached, 
No witness by except the speechless moon. 
Beauty's secrets none should e'er disclose — 
But closely folded, as her virgin-rose, 
Preserve them, that uninitiate eyes 
May never view them, even by surprize. 
Like the Eleusinian mysteries. 
More than a traitor to his sovereign's cause, 
That base transgressor of th' unwritten laws 
Of Honor, who betrays by deed or word 
The favors which kind Beauty hath conferr'd. 
Deserves beneath the headsman's axe to bleed, 
To frighten others from like heinous deed. 
To be like Orpheus by mad Bacchantes torn ; 
Or may his life in loneliness be worn. 
Longing for joys forbidden to his taste. 
Until his brain bci racked, and spirits waste. 
From the beloved, nought can the soul divide, 

Nor threefold gates— nor walls ascending high. 
Ocean — mountains — countries the most wide. 

O'er all to reach the loved one she can fly. 
Though in a dungeon at earth's farthest end, 

His form be hidden from all mortal sight, 
The longing soul can with its fellow blend 

In daily reverie, in dream of night, 
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E'en from the dreary sepulchre can raise — 
Clothed with the simple beauty of those charms— 

That form which met her full adoring gaze- 
When first she melted in Love's clasping arms. 

T'wafds the horizon fast the moon is verging — 

The shadows lengthened o'er the garden move — 
Behold two beings from the bow'r emerging, 

Together twined like Psyche fond and Love ! 
With their hearts throbbing quick both bodies trembled, 

Her eyes, with that soft look of deep devotion, 
With which the young heart, ere it have dissembled, 

Looks upon him, who roused Its first emotion, 
Towards his face which sadly o'er her hung, 

Shedding forth beams of love, she slow upraised — 
Then hid them on his breast, as if bedazed 
By the brightness of his face, and closely clung 
Round him, as if for ever she would hold 
Her treasure loved within her straining fold. 
She seemed as Dian passionately wan. 

As when at first Endymion she viewed. 
And love to feed on her cold breast began. 

Which had till then in scorn all love eschewed. 
''Oh love," she faltered, '< it will break my heart, 
'' To meet so seldom, and so soon to part ; 

** Oh that together we might dwell for ever ! 
"Dire the behest forbidding us to meet; 

" Oh better far to die than thus to sever! 
"If death be but forgetfulness 'tis sweet." 
Milda, her lips in silence sudden closed. 
And on his shoulder Icant^but not reposed. 
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Her lover bending o*er her deeply sighed. 

And low unto her plaintive speech replied, 
** Alas I would — but oh I dare not stay ! 
*' Apace the night wears, lo ! 'tis almost day ; 

^* Time, if like me, thou lov'dst, thou wouldst not heed. 
Abruptly she remarked in tone upbraiding. 
** See, love, how fast the moon away is fading, 

<^ Thou know'st the sentence by thy sire decreed, 
*^ That if, within the precincts of this ground, 
** I, by night lurking, or by day, be found, 

*^ That forfeited my life should straightway be.*' 
** My life would not be long of thee deprived," 

She in woe's accents said devotedly, 
*' Who that e*er loved the lov'd one's loss survived V 

Recoiling back, as if a viper stung, 

He from his arms his lovely burthen flung ; 
*< Quick — back to the bower," he cried, <* I swear 
<< In the black shade o'er-cov*ring yon parterre, 
*^ I saw one gaze on us with eager eyes, 

'< And, when he saw me watching, backward ste^, 

'^ As if himself unwilling to reveal. 
^' Thither I'll haste, to see who shrouded lies." 
** No, no— 'twas but the spirit of thy thought, 

*^ We talked of danger, and thou fancy'st spies,*' 

Holding him back she earnestly replies, 
*' For, ere thou cam'st, I thro' the garden sought, 
*' And know that we 're secure from foes' surprise 

'^ Farewell, God speed thee, I must go to press 

" A loyely pillow — long for thy caress. 
** Farewell, perhaps, my love, we may not meet — 

" But know than now I ne'er shall prize thee less — 
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** Again, for long — Wear this gem for my sake." 
Her hand a ring off-drawing, at their feet 
It fell, both downward stoop'd it up to take, 
But found it not ! " Oh, love, no more delay, 
'< 1*11 seek it, that it neither may betray, 
** Peril not thy life — not longer here abide, 
'^ Traitors, mayhap, the bushes thick now hide/' 
Locked in her arms reluctant still to part, 
Thus he spoke the feelings of his heart : 
*^ If malice to thine ears traduce my name, 

<< Heed not the tale, but ever think that I, 
" Whatever my creed — however foes defame, 

*^ For thee when absent often longing sigh. 
** To save from harm one hair of thy dear head, 
** That gladly I would all my life-blood shed," 
Close they embraced — then hurriedly he crost 
The dewy grass, and soon to sight was lost : 
She long gazed after him. Awhile she stopped 
Striving to find the jewel which was dropped; 
Till, of her vain inquiry weary grown. 
She slow the garden left — to lie on pillow lone. 
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As tiger fierce which nought can e*er assuage. 
By thraldom madden'd, up and down his cage^ 
Lashing with restless tail its painted sides. 
With gnashing teeth, low growl, unsteady strides; 
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So within chamber lone, the king in ire^ 
From end to end with tott'ring footsteps trode, 
Adown his farrowed cheeks and pale tears flowed^ 
His bloodshot eyes rolled round and flashed forth fire. 
Ever and anon were uttered curses dire i 

From his quivering lips with foam besmeared 

With clenched hand his troubled breast he beat. 
Now tore his garments, now his hoary beard, 

Then stopping stamped the floor with angry feet. 
** Oh ingrate whom thro' pity I upreared ! 
'< By mine own child, too, to be held in scorn I 
'^ Accurst the day on which they both were bom ; 
<< And I, whose blindness would not let foresee, 
'^ That this must th' issue of such folly be. 
^' I little thought that it had reached this length, 
" Or he had been ere this thrust from my door. 
^' Her wantonness, so soon to play the whore, 
^' Twill grow with her growth, strengthen with her 

strength, 
** Under my very eyes ! This calls to mind — 
^^ They used to play and toy — ^but I was blind — 
*' Child's play — methought she viewed him as a brother — 
« I suspected not the dalliance of lust, 
'* Or both I would have levelled with the dust. 
<< But I by force this lech'rous spark will smother, 
'* If bolts and bars, and viglant guards can sever, 
**They in sunder shall be rent — for ever, 
" Well, let her pine and die. The dismal tomb 
*' Chilleth all love,and wraps all deeds in gloom. 
'^ If nought else may — death shall dispart the pair.' 
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Speechless he sank exhausted on a chair, 
And with his hand long prest a brow of care. 

Milda was his youngest favored child, 

The last a fay'rite ill-used mistress bore, 
A maid whom he in passionate youth defiled, 

And from her parents, and her lovers tore. 
Soon of her beauty he began to tire, 
Another soon excited new desire ; 
Her he upluraided that she did not bear 
A boy, fit manly sports with him to share, 
And cruel he became — he ne*er was kind ; 

Nature had made him of rough mood severe, 
She had his heart to lust — not love inclined. 

It ne*er was moved by woman's mighty tear. 
Awhile her face, or form, or youth inflamed; 

He let his passions have course uncontrcJled. 
Those who to cross the mark at which he aimed — 

Ventured, or empire o'er his will to hold, 
None from the stroke of his revenge could shield. 

To all who at his evil deeds connived, 
With hands exuberant he favors deal'd, 

Favors accurst from dev'lish source derived. 
His harshness undeserved her mind o'ertumed, 

Of ministering sympathy bereft, 
Fierce fever soon the lamp of life outburned. 
Behind this likeness of herself she left, 

(Another daughter, like her sire, severe, 

She bore, of haught heart, prone to domineer,) 
Her features small and delicately fair. 
Her eyes devout, her light and flowing hair, 
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Neck, shoulders, bosom of proportion jast ; 
Might represent the youthful Psyche's bust. 
As by a pencil drawn her eyebrows fine 

Arch'd like the bow of Love when fully bent, 
Her waist — who would not round that waist entwine ? 
Dimples — Love's finger-marks — her cheeks indent, 
Her voice from Heav'n would seraphs charm'd allure, 
Her mind beyond comparison was pure. 
Unmeet to struggle with the host of woes, 
Which since the world from shapeless chaos rose, 
Have been inveterate and cruel foes 
To all the hapless progeny of man — ;• 

Outcast from Eden, under Heaven's ban — 
During the period circumscribed of life, \ 

Against them waging still incessant strife, 
Too weak was she with evil to contend, 
And he who should have aided to defend. 
Left her their onset to withstand alone, 
He who ought staunch steadfastness to have shown. 
An unkind father's menaces, and Jeers, 

A jealous sister's cold and bitter taunts. 
Her daily greetings were. They wrung not tears. 

Threats daunted not her heart. Love nothing daunts. 
Him they traduced — deaf wert thou to their tales. 

Him they degraded — he in thine esteem 
Was more exalted. Nought to change prevails— 

Thy love increased. — Its idol purer seemed. 
The old forget that they were young of yore. 

Vaunt that morals were in their youth more pure, 
And unable to toy with pleasure more, 

They would their children, as themselves, immure. 
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But youth *8 feelings will find somewhere vent — 
Grow the stronger, being a while uppent-— 
TiU, like a torrent, they'll a passage force, 
Subduing all which strive to stay their coarse. 

Suddenly upstarting from his rev'rie, ^ 

** I thirst,'' he loud exclaimed, and instantly, 

Like to the humble beggar of a suit, 
A bending slave before him silently. 

Held sherbet, cooled with ice and melting fruit, 
(Far fetched — in vain — to please man's fickle taste,) 
On golden charger — massive — cunning chased, 

Napkined his hand, that it might not pollute ! 
Wildly his eyes towards his face he turned, 

•And dashed the salver from his shaking hand, 
And like a toad, him from his footstool spumed, 

'< Son of a dog ! why dost thou trembling stand ? 

''Wine quickly bring — vnretch, hear'st thou my com- 
mand? 
'' Reserve this trash for priesthood's drivelling tools — 
<' For women weak, and superstition's fools !" 
Softly and silently the slave withdrew. 
All, except those whom duty culls, eschew 
(Those gladly would, dared they to disobey,) 
His dreadful presence when 'neath anger's sway. 
For that owns no restraint his phrenzied mood. 
He then sheds indiscriminately blood. 
As all that cross his path a mad hound tears, 
His life each one that comes before him bears 
At his caprice — each thinks himself a prey, 
And that a corpse he shall be borne away ; 
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Fear hangs a scimitar above each bead. 
Whose edge will cut an adamantine chain. 

Suspended by a spider's finest thread, 
Which a child's gentlest breath may break in twain. 

Lo ! messengers, which from a barb'rous king, 

His cowardly, accustomed tribute bring ! 

Falling before the throne, adown they lay, 

Gems — gold — ^perfumes — ^rare vessels — silk array. 

And humbly thus the sovereign address : 

** Oh, never may thy happiiiess be less ! 

<< Oh, King renowned, e'er may'st thou honored be ! 

'^ Your humblest slave— our master — ^thus greets thee ; 

<< In us, he, kneeling 'fore thy throne of thrones, 

<< Duly humble his allegiance owns, 

<' Of thee he holds his life— his empire— all, 

'^ Thou art his nostril's breath — his city's vi^l. 

<^ All Kings their kingdoms to (hy bounty owe, 

'^ From thee all blessings under heaven flow, 

*< Thy yford to all the earth is law supreme, 

" Thy hatids for all with deeds of mercy teem : 

** In token of obedience due we bring 

" These gifts — thy future grace to win — O King ! 

** To thee, to whom the world vntb off'rings throngs, 

'< To whom the wealth of all the earth belongs, 

** Gems, countless as the sands which bounds the sea, 

'< For thee alone, are in Earth's store-house kept. 
** These from thy slave, all worthless tho' they be, 

" Yet condescend — oh mighty — to accept! 
" We humbly to thy conq'ring hands return 

*^ This crown and sceptre, kneeling at thy feet, 
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** Thine own by war's right — ^which disdainful spurn, 

" Or bid us keep — as to thee seemeth meet." 
To whom the king, ^* Wretches, another day, 
" We — thy beseeching master — grant to live 

" Still us— through him — his subjects let obey, 
<< Back to his hands— from us — this sceptre give, 

<' Still may he wield it, underneath our sway, 
'' Again upon his forehead «et this crown, 
'^ Its wearer tell our foes are trampled down, 
" That now to all the people of the earth, 
'^ At will abundance we dispense or dearth, 
** That at our name her utmost comers quake, 
'< Our vnrath— once kindled — ^nought but blood can slake, 
*^ Bid him— as all our subjects are— be glad. 
''And with this robe — once worn by us-^be clad; 
''Our hand is full to him who gains our grace, 
"And sunlike beams cm him our fav'ring face." 
He ceased, and gave a signal with his mace. 
As heathen worshippers their gods adore. 

The envoys, lying on the marble prone. 
Rose, bowing aye the monarch haught before, 

And thrice the lowest footsteps of his throne 
Kissing — as statues dumb— they slow withdrew 

Backwards from the presence — ^Down all gaze — 
As if too weak their eyes to bear the view 

Of his majestic awe, and splendor's blaze. 
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ZAUBRA, THE WITCH. 

Belper skilled is she. 

Than all her sister-hags of Thessaly, 

Of the innate poisonous power^ 

Which lurks in herb, or root, or flower ; 

She knows to rouse, or to allay desire, 

To turn the healthy blood to liquid fire. 

Or sudden freeze the current of each vein,. 

To fill with phantasms horrible the brain. 

The senses in oblivion to steep, 

Or lull the soul to never-waking sleep, 

Her victim's pain to shorten, or protract. 

The deadliest draught's effect to counteract. 

Every remedy she knows by rote^ 

But seldom ministers the antidote. 

More pleasing mischief to her spiteful mood. 

Swaying more strongly ill— her mind ^ than good. 

Of ev'ry rarest simple of the East, 

The sev*ral virtues she knows well to use, [least. 

When with most strength they work — and when with 

She cunning can compound — decoct^infuse — 
To powder beat — express the mighty juice ; 

Her art rules over every man and beast. 

" The yew and cypress trees, whose gloom^ 
*^ Overshades the mouldering tomb, 
^^ Uproot with might and main, 
'* If cut the spell is vain. 
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*^The entrails of a bloated Toad, 
" Killed as crawling o*er the road, 

In its fury slay a Snake, 

Springing from the beaten brake, 
*< Cut the bones with life-blood dyed, 
" From its left — still throbbing side, 
*< The grim-faced Bat, and Bird of Night, 
^* Whose screams the sleeper waked affright. 
'^ On thine errand hie, 

<* Bring all and each to me, 

'^ Or my curse shall fall on thee. 
** Back — thine errand done — like eagle fly. 
** Linger not upon the way, 
" For 'tis near the break of day.' 
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As an image she watched, Zaubra chanted this spell. 
In tones hollow and deep, as a funeral bell, [warm, 

''As the morning frost raelta 'neath the sun shining 

'' As this image of wax 'fore the fire wasteth fleet, 
'' Become thinner and thinner thy false lover's form, 

''And his life-blood be dried by his burning heart's 
heat." 

She could change at will her womanly shape 
To ravening Wolf, or gibbering Ape, 
Could waving corn-fields thro* the sky convey. 
Unto the plunder'd husbandman's dismay. 
Cease at her bidding rivers' springs to flow, 
Torrents rush headlong on the plains below, 
With witching song she smooths the troubled sea, 
The smoothest water makes tempestuous to be. 
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About the vessel doomed makes huge waves toss, 
Makes of rich cargoes merchants wail the loss, 
(Unless of her a bag of wind they buy, 
When them to favor she 11 force sea and sky,) 
Storm-clouds each other thro' the air to chase, 
She bids, or darkens heaven's fairest face ; 
To wreak his anger on the earth and deep, 
Looses the Blast-fiend, or in bonds doth keep. 
H/urmless her words, and incantations make 
The Rav'nous Tiger, and the Venom-Snake, 
The earth to quake, and with her sudden shocks 
Stir forests, mountains, split in sunder rocks. 
They draw the Moon down from her path on high. 
Or stop her nightly progress through the sky ; 
Nature's whole realm lies underneath her sway. 
Her magic pow'r, air, earth, and sea obey. 

Without the feelings of her kind. 
Of hardened heart, and stupid mind. 
To what may chance hereafter blind, 
Made by no phantoms to recoil. 

Such phantoms as Guilt's pathway haunt, 
And his designs of evil foil, 

And his pretended courage daunt. 
Despair which after 'gins torment. 

And force for heart*s-ease to betray 
All his past crimes, too late, repent. 

And wish they might be washed away 
She fears nor God's — ^nor mankind's laws, 

Her cheeks with tears were never wet, 
Remorse her bosom never gnaws, 
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She that on which her heart is set 
E'er does, and never backward draws. 
No earthly pow'r her purpose letting. 

With her hard labor sobbing sweating 

She holloweth with might and main 

A pit, intended to contain 

A blooming boy, with vfhom to toy 

Was his lone mother's only joy, 

Stolen to be 

Victim of sorcery, 

Buried to the chin 

Alive the cave within. 

Before his sight each day are nearer set 

Daintier cates bis appetite to whet. 

(But they so near are never placed -w 

That his longing lips may taste) ^ 

Until with hope deferred he waste, ' 

And in hunger's heightened agony 

'Mid plenty, starved, he lingering die. 

His marrow, liver, are of might 

In philtre for that Maid, who turns 
Proudly, or coldly from Love's sight, 

Straight with amorous heat she bums 
Soon as she drinks th' enflaming draught. 
Nor knows the change which hath been wrought. 
But oh, alas ! no balm affords her art 
To sooth the fever of her love-sick heart. 
Its pow'r o'er all the world beside prevails. 
But when tried on herself, alas ! it fails. 
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Of visage wan, and all her body lean. 
Looking askaunt the sorc'ress Zaubra goes. 

Her bitter heart with gall is always green. 
From her writhing mouth continual flows 

Venom her foul uneven teeth between, 
She never smiles unless at others' woes, 

Either by evil thoughts she''s kept awake. 

Or dreams of other's bliss her fitful slumbers break. 

If any speed she pineth at the sight, 
Thinking she hath been cheated of her due. 

Her form grows thinner, gnawed by inward spite, 
Her cheeks become too of more ghastly hue. 

Her eyes shed forth a dimly yellow light, 
And her lips quiv'ring change to livid blue. 

She seems a corpse raised newly from the grave 

Against its will, to be some wizard's slave. 

Propped on a staff limps slow along the dame, 
All thinly clad in dirty tattered weeds. 

Her bended body of its left side lame. 
She never patters prayers or tells her beads, 

(The neighbourrgossips thus traduce her fame) 
But midnight orgies keeps for unclean deeds. 

At her, noner" points— at her, none whoops in scorn. 

For she is feared by all of woman born. 

If any japer visited her cot 

To mock her sitting at the spinning-wheel, 
Ere long his idle errand he forgot, 

That which he saw he will to none reveal 
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These rush like bullets from a cross-bow shot 
Her threshold by — by others slowly steal. 
All hate her sight, and luckless deem the day 
Od which she crosses unawares their way. 

Each, ere he enters, divers voices hears 

Mutt'ring a jargon, to his ears nnknown. 
But when the latch his quaking finger rears, 

And opes the door — she ever sits alone. 
Save Gibcat huge, of which the shade appears 

At night by fire-light, and of the crook 'd crone, 
Drawn grimly on the wall of giant size, 
The terror of belated wand'rers eyes. 
Oft too amid the stillness of the night 
Loud, woful, wailings all his senses fright. 

A Cat forsooth — the Fiend — at least a sprite, 
Which can assume at pleasure any shape. 

Raised fron th* AbyBS by magic's foulest rite 
Which makes ghosts tremble and their hell to gape, 

Her wanton lust to serve, and wreak her spite, 
Bound by a spell beyond all pow*r to 'scape. 

To do for ages her most fell behest. 

And all earth's comers at her bidding quest. 

Her dwelling sought the King in mean disguise, 

And gave to her a weighty bag of gold. 
On him she looked with bold and piercing eyes, 

And asked, << If he the future would behold." 
'* Thou know'st mine errand," falt'ring he replies, 

" Hast thou the pow'r the unknown to unfold V* 
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She answers quick, ''Thou art not what thou seemest. 
'' Shall I expound the dream which now thou dreamest?' 

His body trembled and grew white his cheeks, 

And thus to her he diffidently speaks, 

<' Rumor reports that thou'st from Hell the gift, 

^' According to thy will, the veil to lift 

^' Which before Futurity dark'ning hangs, 

" And which updrawn, events about to be 

*' Ere that they happen, thou can'st plainly see. 
'' Oh ! would that thou could'st ease my doubtful pangs ! 

^^ An enterprize I'm going t' undertake 
" Of great importance to myself and friends, 

''Our welfare on its issue is at stake, 
'' On fickle chance our hope of life depends ; 
*' As its success shall be or ill or well, 
'' Hereafter we witii Happiness shall dwell, 
** Or in the gloomy house of wan Despair, 

'* Whence will be viewed by us no other scene 

'' Than Hope's blasted garden erst spring-like green 
''And blooming — now like Winter's black and bare. 
" I have a daughter fsdr — mine only child, 
" Who makes my heart sore — fills with fears my mind, 
" Who's led astray — alas ! by feelings wild 
" To love a dastardly and low-born hind, 
" Ah ! me, we children of the gods beseech 

" They sting us to the heart like serpents dire {" 
The sorc'ress, breaking in upon his speech, 

Addrest him thus, inspired with scornful ire ; — 
" That thou wouldst shortly ask my help I knew, 
" Thy shade hath fluttered long before my view. 
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'^ Weak man for succour in his straits applies 

** To those whom he when prosperous despised ! 
<<Thou canst not cheat me with thine ill-forged lies, 

<< Thou art too thinly — awkwardly — disguised. 
<< For shame, old man! What? yet on evil bent? 
'< Read o'er the past and of its sins repent. 
^* Reckless Death already points the dart — 
*' Which never errs — against thy treach'rous heart, 
'' Waiting impatiently his Chiers command 
** To loose the weapon from his blood-stain'd hand. 
<* Thy thoughts no more on murderous projects waste 
'' Methinks thy cup, of blood iQust always taste. 
'* Thou wrap'st thy weakness in demeanor haught, 

'' For that thou fear'st those whom thou seem'st to brave, 
^* Thou by vile slaves from childhood hast been taught, 

** To be in eld thyself the vilest slave, 
'' Tho' thee thick walls and guarding spears surround 
<' By day thou startest at each sudden sound, 
'< And often mid the silence dead of night, 
** Awaking from thy haunted sleep in fright, 
<< The assassin seems beside thy bed to stand 
'' The vengeful dagger in his upraised hand. 
<' Thou'rt led by wilful Councillors astray, 

*' Thy blinded Seers misunderstand the omen, 
« In danger's hour thy Captains fall away, 

^' And thou art swayed by artful wanton Women, 
<< False balances thy Judges use and measures, 
'< Thy Servants fill their coffers from thy treasures, 
<' Against thy rule the always-grumbling Crowd 
^< Now with its thousand tongues inveighs aloud. 
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" Poor King! I pity thee — too much — to hate ! 
'^ Thou totterest beneath thy trouble's weight. 
'* Like fellow-man thou art the toy of Fate, 

" Thou wert — as he— at first of woman bom, 
'<Thy mind — as his — is tost by doubts and fears, 

« By pain — like his — thy heart in twain is torn, 
^' The heat and cold — like his — thy body sears, 
« Thy youth — like his — stoops 'neath the load of years, 
<< Thou too — as he — must pay the debt of sin, 
*^ And lie neglect the house of Death within. 

'< Oh ! better far to be the loathsome toad 
'^ Spumed by timid wayfarer from the road ! 
** By thee of birthright was that hind depri?ed, 
<< Upon his ruin thou too long hast thrived, 
" He is — as thou art — of as noble breed, 
"Thy brother's only son — thy father's seed. 
" The spirits of thy forefathers with wrath 
" View thine offenses foul and bloody path ; 
" That boy upon thine empty throne will sit, 

"Thy child and he are blended soul with soul« 
" Their destinies are close together knit, 

" They both are now beyond thy stem contro*. 
" Thee nought will any of thy plots avail, 
" Waning thy star foreshows thy hopes will fail. 
" Thy host disordered o'er the field will fly, 
" Like broken clouds along a stormy sky, 
^'But — thou — behind upon the corse-clogged plain, 
" Shalt be left buried 'neath a heap of slain. 
** What but oppression forced him to rebel? 

"Thou hast roused a lion — of his ire beware, 
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" Thou hast not pow*r his phrenzied might to quell. 

"Fly — or he 11 thee to pieces surely tear/* 
Her invectives vir'lent his wrath inflamed, 

Forth — as she closed her prophecy — it burst 
In rage ungovernable. He exclaimed 

In voice stentorian, " Sorc'ress accurst, 
** No — I the traitor manfully will front, 
" Let him attack me — I '11 withstand the brunt. 
" I would not linger upon sickness' bed, 
"But fall amid the dying and the dead, 
" Be the last sound I hear * We win, wo win,* 

" Be the last sight I see retreating foes, 
"My bier my shield — my dirge the trumpet*s din, 
" And I mine eyes in death shall gladly close — 
" As those who die in peace — shall quietly repose.** 
Then as if lit by memory's sudden beam, 

" Her voice — her visage — she hath long been dead, 
** Twas but a glimpse — the phantom of a dream.'* 

He would have seized her — but she light had fled. 
Alone he in the dusk apartment stood ; 

He ev'ry comer search*d— but could not find— 
Unless that she had melted into wind — 
An aperture of flight — In fearful mood. 
Wrapped in his cloak, he to the palace trode, 
While thoughts perplexing him to fury goad. 
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